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CHAPTER L 

CoNSCELO was deq^ mored hf a dci nonH i atkm 
which refaabffitatcd her in her own eyes and quieted 
her conscien c e. Untfl that moment she had often 
ficared that she had yielded impnidently to her gen^ 
erostjand courage; bat now she r e c eived sanction 
and compensation for it. Her tears of joy miiiglfd 
with the old man%and the/ both remained for a long 
dme too deep]/ moved to continue the conversation. 

Cottsnek)^ however, did not yet understand die. 
piopoation which had been made to her, and die 
coonty believing that he had explained himself deailf 
enon^ r^;arded her slence and her tears as signs of 
assent and gradtode. 

<< I win go,** he said to her at last, «*and bring mj 
son to yoor feet^ that he maj add his Wftung* to 
mine when he learns the extent of his happiness.** 

''Hold.m/ kudl^said Ccmsado^ amaxed at this 
predptancj. ** I do not imderstand what yon ask 
of me. Yon approve of the affecdon whidi Coont 
Albert has diown for me and of die devotion whidi 
I have had for him. Yon grant me your confidence^ 
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\ A .\ i ;i .. .. 
yoa know that I will not betray it; bat how can I 
nndertake to devote my whole life to an intimacy of 
80 delicate a nature? I see tfiat yon trust to time 
and to my reason for maintaining the mental healdi 
of your noUe son and for calming the intensity of 
his attachment for me. But I do not know how long 
I shall have this power; and beade% even if it were 
not a very dangerous intimacy for so passionate a 
man, I am not free to consecrate my days to thb 
f^xynxxA task ; I do not belong to myself.** 

''O heaven 1 what are you saying, Consuelo? 
Did yoa not understand me? Or did you decdve 
me in saying that yon were free, that you had neither 
an attachment of the heart, an engagement nor a 
femfly?- 

^But, my lord/* replied Consuelo astounded, '^I 
have a work, a callings a profession. I belong to the 
art to n^iich I have been devoted from my chiM- 
hood.- '. 

^ What are you saying? Great heaven ! you wish 
to return to the stage?** .- i 

^ As for tfiat, I do not know; and I should ten the 
truth in saying that my desires do not lead that way. 
I have only experienced honiUe sufferings thus tu 
in that stormy career; but I still fed that I shook! be 
rash if I were to undertake to renounce it. I have 
been destined to it, and perhaps one cannot escape 
from the future which one has laid out for one*s seK 
Whether I return to the stage, or whether I give 
lessons and concerts, I am, and ou^t to be, a singer. 
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CONSUELO. 3 

Besides, what could I do? ^VheTe could I find in- 
dependence? How could I occupy my mind trained 
to labor and thirsty for this sort of emotion?" 

** O Consuelo, Consuelo ! " cried Count Christian 
sorrowfully, '' all that you say is true. But I thought 
that you loved my son, and now I Ae that you do 
not!" 

''And if I were to come to love him with the 
passion which I would need to give myself up, what 
would you say, my lord?*' cried Consuelo irritated. 
** Do you think it absolutely impossible for a woman 
to &11 in love with Count Albert, since you ask me to 
remain with him always? ** 

"What ! Have I explained my meaning so badly, 
or do you think me mad, dear Consuelo? Have I 
not asked your heart and your hand for my son? 
Have I not laid at your feet a legitimate and certainly 
honorable alliance? If you loved Albert, yoa would 
no doubt find in the happiness of sharing his life a 
compensation for the loss of your glory and your 
triumphs ! But you do not love him, since you con> 
nder it impossible to renounce what you call your 
destiny I " 

It was hardly the good count's fault that this ex- 
planation had been so tardy. Not witfa5ut a mixture 
of terror and mortal repugnance had the old lord 
sacrificed to the happiness of his son all the ideas of 
his life, an the principles of his caste; and when, after 
a long and painfiil struggle with Albert mid himself 
he had consummated the sacrifice, the-absohite ratifi- 



Digitized by 



GooQk 



4 CQNSUELO. 

cation of so terriUe an act had not reached his lips 
from his heart without an effort. 

Consuelo felt this, or guessed it, for at the moment 
when Christian appeared to renounce gaining her 
consent to this marriage, there was certainly on his 
(ace an involmftary expresnon of joy, min^^ with 
strange consternation. « 

In a moment Consndo understood her situation, 
and a pride which was somewhat too personal, per- 
haps, fiUed her irith averaon to the unkmiriiich was 
being proposed to her. 

« You wish me to become Count Albert's wife? •• 
she said, still stunned by so strange an offer. ^ YoQ 
would consent to call me your dau^ter, to give me 
your name, to present me to your family, your friends? 
Ah, my lord 1 how much you love your son, and how 
your son must love you r* 

** If you find so great a generosity in this, it is 
because your heart cannot conceive one like it, or 
because the object does not appear to you worthy 
ofit»» ' . 

** hLy lord," said Consuelo, after collecting herself 
with her face hidden in her hands, ^ I seem to be 
dreaming. My pride is awakened in spite of me at 
the idea of the humiliations with which my life would 
be filled if I dared accept the sacrifice which your 
paternal love suggests to yon.** 

^Who would dare to humiliate you, ConSuelo» 
when the husband and father cover you with Uie 
8^ of marriage and the family?** 



Digitized by 



CooQle 



CONSUELO. S 

«< And the aunt, mj lord? Could the aunt, who is 
a true mother here, see this without blushing? ** 

««She herself wiU join her prayers to ours, if yoa 
promise to allow yourself to be persuaded. Do not 
ask more than the weakness of human nature can 
bear. A lover, a fother, can undergo the humiliation 
and the grief of a refiisaL My aster could not ven- 
ture that But with the certainty of success, we will 
bring her to your arms, my daughter.** 

<< My lord," said Consuelo trembling, *^ did Coont 
Albert tell you that I loved him?" 

^No," replied the count, struck by a sudden 
recollection, ^Albert told me that the obstacle would 
be in your heart. He repeated it to me a hundred 
times, but I could not believe it. Your integrity and 
your delicacy seemed to me reason enough for your 
reserve. But I thought that when I freed you from 
your scruples I should gain from you the avowal 
which you refused to him." 

** And what did he tell you of ourwalk to-day?" 

"A single word, — *Try, my &ther; it b the only 
way to know whetiier it is pride or aversion whidi 
closes her heart against me.' " 

^ Alas, my lord I what would you think^ me if I 
told you that I do not know myself?" 

<'I shouki think that it was aveiaon, dear Consn- 
ck>. Ah, my son, my poor son ! What a frig^tfol 
frite is his ! To be unable to be loved by the only 
woman whom he could, whom he ever can love, per- 
haps! This last misfortune is all that jfas wanting 1" 
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6 CONSUELO. 

"O God ! you must hate me, mj lord I You can- 
not undeistand that my pride should re»st when you 
sacrifice your own. The pride of a giil like me seems 
to you to have much less foundation ; and yet believe 
me that there b now as violent a struggle in my heart 
as that which you have won yonrselfl** 

^ I understand it. Do not think, rignoni, that I 
have so litde respect for purity, intq;rity and disin- 
terestedness that I cannot appreciate pride founded 
on such treasures. But what a Other's love has been 
able to overcome (you see that I speak to you with 
endre frankness), I think that a woman's love could 
conquer likewise. Well, even though all Albert'a life^ 
yours and mine were to be a struggle against the 
prejudices <^ the world, let me suppose, and thou|^ 
we an three had to suffer long and much, and my sis- 
ter with us, would there not be, in our love for each 
other, in the evidences of our conscience and in the 
fruits of our devotion, enough to make us stronger 
than an the world beside? To a great love these evOs 
win s»eem but light which now seem to you too heavy 
for you and for us. But anxious and trembling, you 
seek for this great love in the bottom of your hearty 
and you do not find it, Consueto, because it b not 
there.*' 

** Yes, that b the whole quesdon,** said Consuelo^ 
presang her hands hard against her heart; ^'aU the 
rest b nothing. I, too, had prejudices; your example 
shows me that it b my duty to trample them under 
&x>^ and to be as great, as heroic, as yon. Let us 
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speak no more of my repugnance, of my false shame. 
Let us speak no more of my future, of my art,** she 
added, heaving a deep si^ ** I can give up even 
that if— if I love Albert For that is what I must 
know. Listen to me, my lord. I have asked it of 
myself a hundred times, but never with the security 
which 3rour consent alone could give. How could I 
question myself seriously when this question itself was 
a folly and a crime in my eyes? Now, it seems to me 
that I can know myself and decide. I ask a few days 
of you to collect myself and to determine whether the 
immense devotion which I feel for him, the unlimited 
esteem and respect which his virtues inspire in me^ 
the powerful sympathy, the strange influence which 
his words exeit upon me, proceed from bve or ad- 
miration. For I feel all that, my lord, and yet it is 
opposed in me by an indefinable terror, by a profound 
sadness, and — ^^I will tell you all, my noUe friend I 
— by the memory of a less enthusiastic but a sweeter 
and more tender love, whic& resembles this in no 
respect" 

" Strange and noUe girl,** replied Christian afleo- 
tionately, ''what wisdom and what strangeness are in 
yourwords and in your ideas 1 You resemble my poor 
Albeit in many respects^ and the agitated uncertainty 
of your sentiments recalls to me my wife^ my noUe 
and beautiful and sad Wanda. O Consudol you 
awaken in me veiy sweet and very Utter memories. 
I was about to say to you — overcome this irresohi* 
tion, conquer this Tepugnance; love, by virtue great- 
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I ness of soul, compassion, or the $trength of an ardent 

/ and pious charity, this man who adores you, and who^ 

though he may perhaps make you unhappy, win yet 
[ owe you his salvation, and will cause you to merit a 

) , heavenly recompense. But you have reminded me of 

his mother, — his mother who gave herself to me from a 
\ sense of duty and from friendship. She could not fed 

' for me, a simple, easy-going and timid man, the en- 

thusiasm with which her imagination was aUaze. She 
was faithful and generous to the end, nevertheless; 
but how she suffered I Alas, her affection was at once 
my joy and torment ; her constancy, my pride and 
remorse. She died under the torture, and my heart 
was broken forever. And now if I am an insignificant 
nonentity, dead though not buried, do not be too 
much astonished, Consuelo ; I have suffered what no 
one has understood, what I have told to no one, and 
now confess to you with trembling. Ah, rather than 
induce you to make such a sacrifice^ and rather than 
uige Albeit to accept it, I would have my eyes dose - 
in sorrow and my son succumb at once to his destiny! 
I know too well what it costs to wish to force nature 
and combat the insatiable needs of the souL There- 
fore, take time to reflect, my daughter,*' said the old 
r count, as he pressed Consuelo against his heaving 

breast, and kissed her noble brow with a father's love. 
^An win be for the best in this way. If you must 
refuse, Albert, prepared by anxiety, will not be crashed 
by thb frightful news as he would have been to-day.** 
They separated after this agreement, and Consudo^ 
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slipping throngh the cbrridon in fear of meeting 
Anzoleto, went to shut herself up in her room, worn 
out with fatigue and emotion. 

She first tried to recover the necessary calmneai 
by taking a litde repose. She felt exhausted, and 
throwing herself upon her bed, she fell into a sort of 
torpor, more pauufiil than refreshing. She would have 
liked to fan asleep with the thought of Albert in her 
mind, so as to have it before her during those mysid^' 
rious manifestations of slumber in which wie befieve' 
we sometimes find a prophetic indication concemmg 
the things which fill our thought But the broken 
dreams which visited her for several hours brought 
Anzoleto ceaselessly before her eyes instead of Albert. 
It was always Venice always the Corte Minelli, always' 
her first love, calm, smiling and poetic; and every 
time that she awoke, the memory of Albert was isso^'' 
dated with the firightful cavern in which the sound of 
his violin, multiplied by the echoes, called up die 
dead, and wailed over 2^enkd*s new-made grave.' At 
this idea fear and sadness closed her heart to the 
appeals of love. The future which they ofktei, her" 
appeared surrounded by cold shadows and bloody 
idaons^ while the pas^ radiant and Uoonung^catised ' 
her bosom to swell and her heart to throb. Itseembd' 
to her that as she dreamed of this past she heaM bdr 
own voice resounding through space, fiUiiig all nature 
and floating grandiose as it rose to the skies, while it 
became hollow andmufiled and was lost in the depths 
of the earth like the rattle of a dying man, when the 
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fimtastic sounds of the. violin in the cavern recurred 
to her memoij. 

These vagne reveries £itigued her so modi that she 
arose to drive them away; and as the first stroke of 
the ben warned her that dinner would be served in 
half an hour, she set about her toilet, still preserving 
the same train of thouj^t. But, strange to say, for 
the first time in her life she was more attentive to her 
mirror and nx>re concerned about her hair and her 
gown than the serious affiurs which she was seeking to 
decide. In spite of herself she made herself hand- 
some and desired to be so. And it was not to 
awaken the destresand the jealousy of two rival lovers 
that die felt this irresistible impulse of coquetry; she 
believed she could think of but one. Albert had 
never told her a word about her face. In the enthn- 
siasm of Us passion he thought her handsomer, per* 
haps^ than she really was; but his ideas were so lofty 
and his love so great that he would have feared to 
pro£sme it by lodung at her with the passionate eyes 
of a lover or the scrutinizing satisfaction of an artist 
She had always appeared to him surrounded by a 
cloud which his look did not dare to penetrate and 
which his thoughts stiQ encircled with a darriing 
aureole. Whether she was more or less beautiful, he 
though her always the same. He had seen her livid,* 
fleshless, withered, fighting against death and more 
like a spectre than a woman. Then he had sought in 
her fiice attentively and anxiously for the varying sjrmp- 
toms of her disease^ but he had not noticed whether 
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she had been ugly at dmesy or an object of horror and 
disgust And when she had recovered the histre of 
youth and the expression of life, he had not nodced 
whether she lost or gained in beauty. In life as in 
death she was his ideal of all youth, all sublimity of 
expression, all unique and incomparable beauty. And 
so Consuelo had never thought of him when arranging 
herself before her mirror. 

But what a difference with Anzoleto 1 With what 
minute care had he looked at her, judged her and ex- 
amined her on the day that he had asked himself if 
she was not ugly ! How he had taken account of the 
smallest graces of ^her person, of the slightest efforts 
which she had made to please I How well he knew 
her hair, her arms, her foot, her walk, the colors which 
became her complexion, the smallest folds of her 
dress 1 And with what ardent vivacity he had praised 
her 1 With what voluptuous languor he had gazed at 
her 1 The chaste child had not then understood the 
flutterings of her own heart She did not wish to 
understand them now, and yet she felt them almost 
as violent at the idea of appearing before him again. 
She became angry with herself blushed with shame 
and disgust, and tried to make herself believe_that she 
was bededdng herself for Albert alcme; and still she 
caught herself seeking the head-dress, the ribbon and 
eventhesmilewhichused to please Anzoleto. ^Alas^ 
alas ! " she thought, as she tore herself from her mir- 
ror when her toilet was finished, "it is true, then, that 
I can think only of him, and that past happiness exer* 
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dses greater power over me than present ooutempt 
and the promise of another love 1 It is useless to 
look mto the future ; without him it offers me only 
terror and despair. But what should I be with him? 
Do I not know that the happy days in Venice can 
never return, that innocence would not dwell widi ns^ 
that Anzoleto*s soul' has become wholly vile^ that his 
caresses would degrade me, and that my life would 
be incessantly poisoned by shame, jealousy, fear and 
regret?* 

When she questioned herself strictly on this pointy 
Consuelo realized that she did not deceive herself and 
that she had no longer the most secret feeling of desire 
for Anzoleto. She no longer loved him in the present, 
she dreaded and almost hated him in a future in which 
his pervernty could but increase ; but in the past, she 
so adored him that her heart and her life could not be 
separated from him. Henceforth he would appear to 
hcT like a portrait which recalls a beloved being and 
days of happiness ; and like a widow who hidet her- 
self from her new husband to look at the lecture of 
her former one, she felt that the dead man was more 
living in her heart than the other. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

CoNSOELO had too much judgment and loftiness of 
mind not to know that of the two loves which she in- 
spired, the truer, the nobler and the more precious 
was that of Albert, without any possible comparison. 
Consequently, when she found herself between them, 
she thought at first that she had successfully ressted 
her enemy. Albert^s penetrating look, which seemed 
to reach to the very bottom of her heart, and the 
strong, lingering pressure of his loyal hand, made her 
understand that he knew the result of her interview with 
Count Christian, and that he was awaiting her dedsion 
with resignation and gratitude. Indeed, Albert had 
obtained more than he hoped, and this doubt was 
sweet to him after what he had feared, so removed 
was he from the ove r weening vanity of Anzoleto. The 
latter, on the contrary, had armed himself with all his 
resolution. Surmising very nearly what was going on 
about him, he determined to fight foot by foot, even 
though they turned him out of doors by the shoulders. 
His flippant manner and his bold, ironical look caused 
Consuelo the most profound disgust; and when he 
approached her brazenly to ofier her his hand to lead 
her to the table, she turned away and took that iriiich 
Albert held out to her. 

The young count sat opponte Con^elo, as usoal. 
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and old Christian caused her to sit down at his left, 
in the place which Amelia fonneri/ occnpied. The 
canoness invited the pretended brother to rit at Con* 
suelo's lefty between her and the chaplain ; and from 
this it resulted that Anzoleto could murmur his bitter 
sarcasms in an undertone in the youi^ girl's ear, and 
scandalize the old priest with his audadous jests, a 
work which he had already begun. 

Anzoleto's plan was very simple. He wished to 
make himself odious and insupportable to those of 
the family who were, he felt, hostile to the projected 
marriage, and to give them, by his bad manners, his 
impertinent familiarity and his ill-bred speeches, the 
worst possible opinion of Consuelo*s family and sur- 
roundings. ^We will see,'' he said to himself '*if 
they can swallow the brother I serve up to them." 

Anzoleto, an unfinished singer and a poor tragedian, 
had the instincts of a good comedian. Hehadalready 
seen enough of the worid to know how to imitate the 
elegant manners and agreeable language of good 
society; but this would have only served to reconcile 
the canoness to Consuelo's low extraction, and he as- 
sumed the opposite role all the more easily that it was 
natural to lum. Having made sure that Wenceslawa, 
in spite of her persistence in speaking only German, 
the language of the court and of well-disposed sub- 
jects, was not missing a word of what he said in 
Italian, he began to chatter recklessly, and to devote 
himself to the good Hungarian wine, whose effects he 
did not fear, hardened as he had long been to the 
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most head/ beverages, but whose exctting influence 
he pretended to fed, in order to appear a confirmed 
drinker* 

His project succeeded marvelkmsl/ welL Count 
Christian, after laughing indidgentl/ at first at his 
boisterous sallies, soon smfled only with an effort, and 
had need of all his lordly courtesy and fiuheriy affec- 
tion not to set in his place the displeasing future 
brother-in-law of hb noUe son. The chaplain, horri- 
fied, started firequendy back on his chair, and muttered 
in German exclamations which resembled exorcisms. 
His refection was terriUy disturbed, and he had never 
in lus life digested more wretchedly. The canoness 
listened to all her guest's impertinences with quiet 
contempt and malicious satisfiicdon. At each new 
vulgarity she raised her eyes to her brother, as if to 
can his attenticm to it; and the good Christian hung 
his head, endeavoring to distract the attenticm of the 
listeners by unskilful observations. Then the canoness 
would look at Albert, but Albert was impassible. He 
appeared neither to see nor hear their disagreeable and 
jovial guest 

Fbor Consudo was undoubtedly the most crudly 
tortured of all these persons. At first she though 
that Anzoleto*s life of debauchery had given him these 
vulgar manners and this cjmidsm, with which she was 
not familiar ; for he had never appeared thus in her 
presence. She was so disgusted and appaDeddiat she 
neariy left the table. But when she percehred that 
it was a stratagem, she recovered the self-possession 
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. which, befitted her iniioceiice and dignity. She had 

t ' not entered into the secrets and the affections of this 

family to win bjr intrigue the rank they offered her. 
This rank had not flattered her ambidon for a mo- 
menty and she feh strong in her consci e nce against 
thesecret accusations of the canoness. She knew, she 
saw clearly, that Albert's love and his father's confi* 
dence were secure from so wretched an assault* The 
contempt inspired by Anzoleto, cowardly and spitefid 
I in his vengeance, made her still stronger. Once her 

I eyes met Albert's, and they understood each other. 

Consnek> said '"Yes," and Albert repUed, <<In spite 

I ofanrv 

t I ^ It is not done yet I" whispered Anzoleto, who ha4 

ri t surprised and commented on this look* 

' I fYoa are doing me great good," replied Coosuelo^ 

' « and I thank you**' 

: They spoke between their teeth that rs^id Venetian 

• dialect which seems composed only of vowels, and in 

which elisions are so frequent that Italians of Rome 
and Florence have themselves some difficulty in un- 
derstanding it at a first hearing. - 

^ I can understand diat you detest me just now," 
went on Anzoleto, ''and that you fed sure of hating 
me always. But you shall not escape me for aB 
that.'' 
^ Yoo unmasked too soon," said Consuekx 
" But not too late," replied Anzoleto. 
^Come, good iatherl" said he, addressing the 
[ ri^apiain and nudguig his elbow so as to spiQ upoa 

4- 
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his cravat half the wine which he was rabing to his 
lips, ** be less afraid of this excellent wine, which does 
as much good to bod/ and soul a3 that of the holy 
mass 1 Lord count,'* said he to old Christian, hold- 
ing out his glass,'' you are keeping in reserve there, on 
the side of your heart, a flagon of yellow crystal which 
shines like the sun. I am sure that if I drank only k" 
drop of the nectar it contains I should be changed 
intp a demigod*'* 

''Take care, my child," said the old count, laying 
his thin hand, laden with rings, upon the slender neck 
of the flagon, "old men's wine sometimes closes young 
men's mouths." 

"You are so angry that you are handsome as |i 
devil," said Anxoleto to Consuelo, in good and dear 
Italian, so as to be heard by every one. " You remind 
me of Galuppi's ' Diavolessa,' which you played to 
well in Venice last year. I say, lord county do you 
intend to keep my sister tong in your gilded, dlk- 
lined cage? She is a sioging-bird, I can tell you thal^ 
and a bird which is deprived of its voice loses its 
feathers. She b very happy here, I have no doubt; 
but the good public she drove so wild are screaming 
for her down there. And as for me, you might offer 
me your name, your castle, all the wine in your cel> 
lar,and your respectable chaplain into the baigain,and 
I would not give up my footlights, my buskins and 
myroulad^'' . 

"Then you are an actor too? " said the canonets 
with cold and cutting contempt. 
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''An actor, a moontebank, at jour servke,** said 
Anzoleto quite unembanassed* 

''Has he talent?** asked old Christian of C<msndo^ 
with a tranquillity full of sweetness and benevolence* 

"None/* replied Consuelo^ looking at her enemy 
with an air of compassion, 

" If that b so, it is your fiuilt, for I am your papil»*' 
said Anzoleto; and then he added in Venetian, "I 
hope, however, that I shall have enou|^ to block 
your game.** 

"You are hurting no one but yourself** replied 
Consudo in the same dialect " Evil intentions sully 
the heart, and your own will lose more by all this than 
you cause me to lose in the hearts of others.** 

"I am glad to see that you accept my challenge. 
Lay on, then, my pretty Amaz(» 1 It is useless to 
bweryour visor; I see anger and fear glittering in 
your eyes.** 

" Alas 1 you can only see a profound wotnam for 
yon. I thought I could forget that I must des{nse 
you, and you take pains to remind me of it** 

"Contempt and love often go well together.** 

"In vile souls.** 

" In the han^^tiest souls; that has happened and 
ahrayswiD.** 

The whole dinner passed in this way. When they 
went into the drainng-room, the canoness, who seemed 
determined to amuse herself with Anzdeto*s imperti* 
nence, begged him to sing her something. He as- 
sented readily, and after running his strong fingers 
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TkoisStf over the creaking old davedn, bq^an one of 
the energetic songs with which he used to enlhren 
Zu8tiniani*s little suppers. The words were question- 
able. The canoness did not understand theniy and 
was amused b/ the energy with which he delhrered 
them. Count Christian could not help being struck 
by the fine vdce and the prodigious bdiatf at the 
singer. He gave himself up innocently to the pleas- 
ure of listening, and when the first air was finished 
asked for a second. Albert^ seated by Consnek^ 
appeared absolutdy dea^ and said nol a word. 
Anzoleto bncied that he was annoyed^ and that he 
felt himself at last surpassed in something. He lor* 
got that his dedgn was to drive away lus listeners with 
his musical indecencies^ and seeing, moreover, that he 
was wasting his trouble because of the innocence of 
his hosts or their ignorance of the dialect, he yidded 
to the desire for admiration by singing for the pleas- 
ure of ringing. Besides^ he wished to show Consnelo 
that he had improved. He had, in fact, made prog- 
ress in his own direction. His voice had already lost 
its first freshness, perhaps ; excess had destroyed the 
velvety quality which belongs to youth ; but he had 
become more a master of his effects and more skilfid 
in conquering the difficulties towards wUch his taste 
and his instincts always led him. He sfllg weD, and 
received hearty praise from Count Christian, the can- 
oness and even the chaplain, who liked flourishes and 
thought Consuelo's style too rimple and natural to be 
leameds 
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** Yoa said that he had no taknt,** said the count 
to the yoang giiL ^Yoa are too severe or too modest 
iq^arding your pupiL He has a great deal, and at 
last I see in him some likeness to yon.** 

The good old count wished to efiace by thb little 
triumph of Anzoleto the mortification which his be- 
havior had caused to his aster. He therefisre insisted 
stroiigly on the singer's merit, and Anzoleto, who was 
too fond of shining not to be already tired of his dit* 
agreeable role, sat down again at the davedn, after 
observing that Count Albert was becoming more and 
more thoughtfuL The canoness, who became some- 
what sleepy at long pieces of music, asked for another 
Venetian song, and this time Anzoleto chose one in 
better taste. He knew that he sang popular airs 
more artistically than anything else. Consuek> her^ 
self had not the piquant accent of the dialect so natn«> 
rally and characteristically as he — the child of the 
lagoons, the mimic anger above all things. 

He imitated with so much grace and charm now 
the rouj^ and free manner of the fisherman of It* 
tria, now the mocking and reckless indifierence of the 
Venetian gondoliers, that it was impossible not to 
watch and listen to him with lively interest. His 
handsome fiu^e, moUle and expresrive, took on by 
turns the grave and haughty expression of the one, 
and the intelligent and caressing playfulness of the 
others. The coquettish bad taste of his costume, 
which revealed the Venetian a league off, added to 
the SDusion, and aided lus personal advantages instead 
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of detracting from them. Consaelo, who was cold at 
first, soon had to pretend indifTerence and preoccu- 
pation. Emotion stole upon her little by litde. She 
saw an Venice once more in Anzoleto, and in this 
Venice all the Anzoleto of the old days, with his 
gayety, his pure love and his childish pride. Her 
eyes were blinded by tears, and the playful flourishes 
which caused the others to laugh filled her heart 
with profound tenderness. 

After the songs, Count Chrutian asked for hjrmns. 

^Oh, as for those, I know all that they sing in 
Venice ; but they are for two voices, and if my sister, 
who knows them also, will not sing with me, I cannot 
satisfy your lordships.** 

They immediiately begged Consuelo to sing. She 
reasted for a long while, although she was strongly 
tempted. At last, yielding to the urging of the good 
Christian, who was striving to reconcile her with her 
brother by showing that he was quite reconciled him* 
sel( she sat down beside Anzoleto and began, trem- 
bling, one of those long hymns in two parts^ divided 
into verses of three lines each, which are heard in 
Venice at seasons of devotion during whole nights 
long, around the cross-roads Madonnas. Their rhythm I 

is rather animated than sad, but in the monotony of \ 

their refirain and in the poetry of their woEd8,stamped 
with a somewhat pagan piety, there is a soothing 
melancholy which gains upon the listener little by 
little, and ends by taking possession of him. 

Consuelo sang them in a soft and veiled vdc^ in 
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imitation of the women of Venice^ and Anzoleto wi^ 
the somewhat rough and guttural accent of the footh 
of the country. He improvised upon the clavecin 
at the same time a low, continuous and breezy accom* 
paniment which reminded his companion of the mur- 
mur of the water on the stones and the wind amid 
the vine-leaves. She thought herself in Venice on a 
fine summer night, akme before one of those open* 
air chapels which are shaded b^ vine-branches and 
lighted by a flickering lamp^ reflected on the gently 
rippling waters of the canaL Oh, what a diflerence 
between the harrowing emotion which she had ex- 
perienced that morning as she listened to Albert's 
violin beside another stream, motionless^ Uack, silent 
and filled with shadowy forms^ and this vision of 
Venice, with its bright heavens^ its sweet melodies^ 
its ^very waves^ glittering with flashing torches or 
dazzling stars 1 Anzoleto l»ou{^ back to her this 
magnificent spectacle, which embodied for her the 
idea of life and freedom; whfle the cavern, the 
strange and wild old Bohemian airs, the Ixwes lit Xfj 
dreaiy torches and reflected in a stream fiiO, periiaps^ 
of these same fearM remains^ and amidst these sur- 
roundmgs the pale and earnest iace of the ascetic 
Albert, the thought of an unknown worid, the appari- 
tion of a symbolic scene, and the painful emotion of 
an incomiMrehensible fescination, — all this was too 
much for the peaceful and simple soul of Consuelo. 
To enter into this world of abstract ideas needed an 
effort of which her livdy imagination was capable, 
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but in which her being became broken, tortured by 
strange soflTeiings and wearying iHoaons. Her Soath- 
em nature, stiD more than her education, rebelled 
against this harsh introduction into a mystic love. 
To her mind, Albert was thegemus of the North, deep^ 
potent and at times msyestic, but always sad, as the 
wind of frozen ni^its and the buried vdce of winter 
torrents. His was the contemplative and the inves* 
tigating soul which questions and symbolizes every- 
ttungy — stormy mghts^ the tracks of meteors, the wikl 
harmonies of the forest and the worn inscriptions 
on ancient tombs. Anzoleto^ on the contrary,, was 
Southern life, — matterwarm and fertilized by the sun, 
by the light of day, drawing his poetry oidy from the 
intensity of his Tq;etation, and his pride fix>m the 
opulence of lus physical nature. It was the life of 
feeling, the acuteness for pleasure the intellectnal 
indifference and artistic disregard for the morrow, 
a sort of carelessness or ignorance concerning the 
notion of pght and wrongs fiunle pleasures^ disdain or 
i ncapacity for reflection; in a word, the enemy and 
oppodte of tlioqglit. 

Between thesetwo men, each ofwhom was bound 
to a position antipathetic to that of the other, Con- 
suelo was as little alive^ as little capable of action 
and energy, as a soul separated from its body. She 
loved the beautiful, she longed for an idol Albert 
showed and offered it to her. But Albert checked 
in the devetopment of his genhis by disease^ had 
given himsdf up too much to intellectual life. He 
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understood the necessities of real life to Uttle thai* 
he had often lost the facoltf of reafiang his own exist- 
ence. He did not imaj^ that the ghastly obJects^ 
* and^ideas to which he had become accustomed might 

ever» under the influence of love and virtue, inq)ire 
in his betrothed other sentiments than enthusiasm 
of fidth and tenderness of happiness. He had not 
foreseen nor understood that he was tmnging her 
into an atmosphere where she would die, like a' 
tropical plant in polar twilight; in short, he did not 
understand the sort of violence wiuch she would be 
obliged to inflict upon her own being in order to 
identif/ it with his. 

Anzoleto, on the contrarf, though wounding Con- 
sudors heart and disgusting her intelligence, at least 
bore in hb broad breast, expanded bj the generous 
winds of the South, all the vital air needed \» revive 
the ^ Flower of Spain,** as he used to call her. She 
found again in him a life of animal contemplation, 
uncultivated and delightful; a woiM of natural mdo- 
dies^ dear and easy; apast of calmness, cardessness^ 
bodily movement, of innocence without labor, honesty 
without eflbrt, religion without reflection. It was 
almost the existence of a bird. But is there not 
I , much of the Urd in the artist^ and for man to be 

i complete and make the most of the treasure of .his 

intelligence, is it not necessary for him to drink a 
little of that cup of life common to all tUngs? 

Consuek> continued to sing with a voice which 
grew softer and more touching, wlule she drew the 
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comparisons which I have just made in her place, too 
much at length, no doubt. Pta/ pardon me for it 1 
Without them could it be understood by what (atal 
changefiilness of feeling this young giil, so good and 
sincere, who justly hated the treacherous Anzoleto a 
quarter of an hour before, now forgot herself to the 
point of listening to his y<»ce, of touching his hair 
and of inhaling his breath with a kind of deli^? 
The drawing-room was too vast ever to be well lighted^ 
and the sun was setting. The rack of the davedn, 
upon which Anzoleto had left open a laxge music- 
book, hid their heads from the persons seated a litde 
distance away, and their bees drew closer and closer 
together. Anzoleto, accompanjring with only one 
hand, had passed his other around his friend's wiDowy ' 
form, and was insensibly drawing her closer to him. 
Six months of grief and indignation had vanished like 
a dream from the youi^g^ri's mind. She thought her> 
self in Venice. She was praying the Madonna to Uess 
her love for the handsome betrothed her mother had 
given her,and who was praying with her, hand in hand 
and heart to heart Albert had gone out without her 
noticing it, but she felt the air lighter and the twili^ 
softer about her. Suddenly, at the end of a verse, 
she felt the burning lips of her former betrothed upon 
her own. She repressed a ay, and leaning forward 
upon the keyboard, she burst into tears. ^ • 

At thb moment Count Albert returned, heard her 
sobs, and saw Anzoleto's insolent joy. The intemp- 
tkm of the song by the young ardst's emotioQ did not 
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surprise the other witnesses of this rapid scene. No 
one hadseen the kiss^ and everyone coold understand 
how the memory of her chfldhood and the love of her 
art might draw tears from her* Count Christian was 
somewhat pained at this sensitnlity, which proclaimed 
such attachment and regret for things which be was 
asking her to sacrifice. The canoness and the chap* 
kdn were pleased at it, hoping that the sacrifice 
could not be accomplished. Albert had never yet 
asked himself whether the Countess of Rudolstadt 
could become an artist again, or cease to be one. 
He would have accepted, permitted, even insisted 
upon anything, in order that she might be happy and. 
firee in retirement, in society or upon the stage, as 
' she chose. His fireedom from prejudices and ^[otism 
was so great that he did not even foresee the simplest 
probaUlities. It did not occur to him that Consuelo 
might give up anything for him who wished no sacri* 
fice. But while he did not see this first &ct, he saw 
beyond it, as always ; he penetrated to the heart of 
the tree, and placed his hand upon the worm which 

I was devouring it. He saw in^an instant the true 

relation of Anzoleto to Qmsuelo, the real object which 

be was pursuing, and the exact feelings which he in- 

^ spired. He looked attentively at this man who was 

i distasteful to him, and upon whom he had not until 

then wished to cast his eyes^ because he did not wish 
to hate Consuelo's brother. He saw in him a bold, 
persevering and dangerous lover. The noble Albert 
did not think of himself; neither suspicion nor jeal- 
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ousy entered his heart The danger was all for Con- 
saelo ; for at a nngle clear and penetrating glance, thb 
man, whose wandering look and weak sight could 
hardly bear the son or distinguish shapes and colors, 
read the bottom of the heart, and penetrated, by the 
mysterious power of dimation, into the most secret 
thoughts of the wicked and iabe. I cannot explain in 
any natural manner this strange gift which he some- 
times possessed. Certain fiurulties in him (neither 
comprehended nor described by science) remained in- 
comprehensitde to those about him, as they are to the 
historian who reoMrds them, and who, in req^ect to 
matters of this sort, is no further advanced, after the 
lapse of a hundred years, than all the leading minds 
of the time. Albert, when he saw bare the selfish 
and conceited soul of his rival, did not say to himself 
•* There is my enemy," but "There is Consoelo's 
enemy; ** and, without showing his discoveiy in any 
way, resolved to watch over and save her. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

As soon as Consuelo saw a favorable opportunity, 
she left the drawing-room and went into die gaiden. 
The son had set, and the earliest stars were shining^ 
serene and white, in a sky which was sdll rosy towards 
the west, but black in the east The youi^ artist 
sou^t to drink in calmness from the pore and cool 
air of this eaiiy autumn evening. Her breast was 
weired down with a voluptuous languor, and yet she 
felt remorse for it, and called to the aid of her wiO all 
the strength of her souL She mig^ have said to her- 
self ** Cannot I know whether I love or hate him?** 
She trembled, as if she had felt her courage £ulingher 
in the most dangerous crisb of her life, and for the 
first time she did not find in herself the uprightness 
of impulse, the holy confidence in her intentions, which 
had always sustained her in her trials. She had left 
the drainng-room to escape the ^sanation which An- 
zoleto exercised over her,andshe had felt at the same 
time a vague desire that he might follow her. The 
leaves were beginning to iaIL When the edge of her 
skirt caused them to rustle, she landed she heard 
steps behind her, and ready to fly, but not daring to 
lode round, she remained fiotened to the spot by a 
magic power* 

Some one was indeed following her, but without 
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daring or wishing to show himself! It was Albeit. 
Indifferent to all those little dissimulations which are 
called the proprieties^ and feeling, by the greatness of 
his love, above all ialse . shame, he had gone out a 
moment after her, resolved to protect her without her 
knowledge, and to prevent her seducer from joining 
her. Anzoleto had observed this simple zeal without 
being much alarmed by it. He had seen Consudo't 
emotion too clearly not to regard his victoiy as as- 
sured, and thanks to the vanity which easy successes 
had imparted to him, he had resolved not to press 
matters, to irritate his mistress or to alarm the £unily. 
^There is no longer any need of haste,'* he said to 
himself. '' Anger might restore her strength. An air 
of grief and dejection will cause her to lose what re* 
mains of the anger which she feels for me. Her spirit 
is proud ; let us assail her senses. Doubtless she is 
less coy than in Venice; she has become civilized here. 
What odds if my rival is happy for one day more? 
To-morrow she shall be mine, peihaps to-nig^ 1 We 
shall see. Let us not drive her by fear to some 
desperate resolve. She has not betrayed me to them. 
Whether from pity or fear, she does not deny that I 
am her brother, and the family, in spite of my be- 
havior, seems resoWed to endure me for love of her. 
Let us change our tactics. I have progressed fioter 
than I hoped. I may well pause.** ^ 

Count Christian, the canoness and the chaplain 
were therefore greatly surprised to see him suddenly 
assume very good manners, a modest tone and a 
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gentle and winning beanng. He was clever enoo^ 
to complain to the chaplain in a whisper of a violent 
headache, and to add that being usnallj veij sober^ 
the strong Hungarian wine, which he had not dis- 
tnisted at dinner, had gone to his head. After a 
moment, this confesdon was commonicated in Ger- 
man to the canoness and the comit, who charitably 
made haste to accept this justification. Wenceslawa 
was less forgiving at first, but the pains which the 
actor took to please her, the respectful panegyric 
Mdiich he adroitly made of the advantages of nobility, 
and the admirati<m which he showed for the order 
which reigned in the castle quickly propitiated this 
amiable soul, who was incapable dt rancor. She 
listened to him at first firom lack of something else to 
do, and ended by conversing with him with interest, 
and by agreeing with her brother that he was an ex- 
cellent and charming young maiL When -Consueio 
returned fiom her walk an hour had passed, during 
which Anzoleto had improved his opportunity. * He 
had so completely regained the good graces of the 
fiunily that he was sure of being able to remain at 
the castle as many days as he needed to accomplish 
his ends. He did not understand what the old count 
said to Consuelo in German, but he guessed from 
the looks turned towards him, and \sf the young 
|pri*s air of surprise and embarrassment, that Chris- 
tian had been praidng him warmly, and reproaching 
her for not displaying more interest in so amiable a 
brother. 
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''Come, signora,*^ said the canoness, who, in ^te 
of her irritation against Porporina, could not help 
wishing her weH, and who, besides, believed that she 
was accomplishing a religious duty, ^you treated 
your brother coldly at dinner, and it must be ad- 
mitted that he deserved it then. But he is better 
than we thought him at first He loves you tenderly, 
and has spoken of you repeatedly with the greatest 
affection and even respect. Do not be more severe 
than we. I am sure that if he recollects being in- 
toxicated at dinner, he is deeply grieved at it for 
your sake. Speak to him, and do not be harsh to 
one who is so closely connected with you by blood. 
For my part, although my brother Frederick, who 
was very teasing in his youth, often put me out, I 
could never remain angry with him for an hour.** 

Consuelo, not daring to confirm or to remove the 
good woman's error, remained appalled at this new 
attack of Anzoleto, whose ability and adroitness she 
wen knew. 

<*You do not understand what my sister says?'* 
said Christian to the young man. ** I will tell you in 
a few words. She is reproaching Consuelo for vf- 
pearing too severe towards you, and I am sure that 
Consuelo is dying to make peace with you. Kiss 
each other, therefore, my children. Come, young 
man, make the first advances; and if you have ever 
done her any wrong for which you are sorry, tdl her 
so, that she may pardon yoo.*' 

Anzoleto did not wait to be told twice, and seijong 
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Consuelo*s trembUng hand^ which she did not dare to 
withdraw, said, — 

'* Yes, I have done her great wrongs, and I repent 
of them so Utterly that all my efforts to forget them 
only tear my heart still more. Dear sister, pardon 
me, and restore your love to me ; or else I shall de- 
part at once, bearing my despair, my isolation and 
my weariness over all the earth. A stranger every- 
where, without support, without counsel without 
affection, I can no longer believe in God, and my 
sins will fan upon your head.** 

This honuly deeply moved the count, and drew 
tears from the good canoness. 

•*You hear him, Porporina?** she cried. ''What 
he says is very beautiM and very true. Chaplain, 
yoo ought to command the signora to be reconciled 
to her brother in the name of relijgion.^ 

The chaplain was about to intervene, but Anzoleto 
did not waut tot the sermon. He seized Consudo in 
his arms, in ^te of her resistance and her fright, and ' 
kissed her passionately to the chaplain's very beard, 
and to the great edification of the spectators. Con- 
suelo, outraged at so impudent a deceit,' was resolved 
to lend herself to it no Icmger. 

"Stop ! ** said she. "Count, listen to me** — 

She was about to reveal everything when Albert 
appeared. Instantly the thought of Zdenko came 
to freeze up with fright her soul, ready to overflow. 
Consuelo*s implacable protector might wish to rid her, 
without mnse or deliberation, of the enemy against 
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whom she was about to invoke his aid. She tamed 

pale, looked at Anzoleto with aa air of sorrowfiil 

reproach and the words died upon her lips. 
At seven o'clock they returned to the table for 

supper. If the idea of these frequent repasts is cal- ! 

culated to drive away the appetites of my fiiotidioas ■ ; 

readers, I must tell them that the fashion of not eat- c^ 

ing was not in force in that age or land. I believe 7 

I have already said that they ate deliberatdy, largely \ 

and frequently at Reisenburg. Nearly half of the ;'; 

day was passed at table, and I confess that Con- 

suelo, accustomed from her childhood, and with good j 

reason, to live all day on a few spoonfiils of rice [ 

boiled in water^ found these Homeric repasts insap-> 
• portably long. For the first tim^ she did not know 

\ whether this one lasted an hour, an instant or a cen- 

tury. She was no more alive than Albert when alooe 

in his grotto. It seemed to her that she was drunk* ^ 

so strongly did shame^ love and* fear agitate her | 

whole being. She ate nothing, heard nothing and | 

saw nothing about her. Terrified, like one slippii^ 

over a precipice, who sees the breaking, one by one^ 

of the weak branches which he seizes to stc^ his 

fan, she looked into the bottom of the abyss^ and her 

brain whirled with dinrinrss. Anzoleto was beside 

her; he touched her garments, he pressed his dbow 

and his foot against hers with convulnve movcoaents. 
\ In his eagerness to wmt upon her, his hands met hen 

I and held them within his own for a second, but this 

rapid and burning pressure contained an age of pleas- 
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me. He said to her aside words which stilled her^ he 
gave her glances which consumed her. He profited 
by a moment fleeting as lightning to exchange glasses 
with her, and to touch with his lips the crystal which 
her lips had touched. And he knew how to be all 
fire for her, all marble for the others. He behaved 
himself £tultlessly, conversed fittingly, was foil of 
courteous attentions for the canoness and treated 
the chaplain with respect, offering him the best por- 
tions of meat, which he carved with the skill and 
grace of one accustomed to good living. He had 
remarked that the holy man was a button, but that 
his timidity imposed upon him frequent deprivations 
in this respect ; and the priest profited so much by 
Anzoleto's attentions, that he longed to see the new 
carver pass the rest of his days at the Castle of the 
Giants. 

It was observed that Anzoleto drank only water, 
and when the chaplain, in exchange for his couiteries, 
ofiered him wine, he replied loud enough to be over- 
heard:— 

^ A thousand thanks I I shall not be caught again. 
Your fine wine is a deceiver with which I tried to 
benumb my brain a while ago. Now I have no more 
sorrows, and I return to water, my usual beverage and 
my faithfol friend."" 

They sat up rather later than usuaL Anzoleto 
sang again, and this time he sang for Consueto. He 
chose her £tvorite airs from the old author^ which 
she had tan^^t him herself and he sang them with all 
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the care, purity of taste and delicacy of expressioa 
which she was wont to exact of him. This recalled 
to her again the dearest and purest memories of her 
love and of her art As they were about to separate, 
he took a favorable moment to say to her in an 
undertone^ — 

** I know where your room is ; they have given me 
one in the same corridor. At midnight I shall be on 
my knees at your door, and I shall remain there until 
daylight. Do not refuse to listen to me a moment. 
I do not wish to win back your love ; I am not 
worthy of it I know that you cannot love me^ that 
another is happy and that I must go away. I shall 
depart with death in my soul, and the renuunder of 
my life will be devoted to the Furies. But do not 
drive me away without a word of pity and farewelL 
If you do not consent, I shall go away at daybreak, 
and I shall be ruined forever.** t 

** Do not say that, Anzoleto. We ought to part 
here, to bid each other an eternal farewelL I par- 
don you, and I wish yoa ** — 

**A good journey,** he interrupted, ironically. i 

Then resuming his hypocritical tone, he went on, 

"You are pitiless, Consuelo. Do you wish me to j 

be lost, to be left without one good feeling or one 

happy memory? What do you fear? Have I not j 

proven my respect and the purity of my love a^oo- j 

sand times? Is not one a slave when he loves pas* 



sionately, and do you not know that a word from yba 
can tame and bind me? In the name of heaven, if 
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you are not the mistress of tlus man whom yon are 
going to marry, if he is not the master of your apart- 
ment and the inevitable companion of all your 
nighu** — 

^ He is not; he never has been,** replied Consoelo, 
in a tone of haughty innocence* 

She would have done better to repress this exhibi- 
tion of a pride which was well founded but too sin- 
cere for this occasion. Anzoleto was not a coward ; 
but. he loved life, and if he had expected to find 
a determined guardian in Consuelo's room he would 
have remained' peaceably in his own. The tone of 
truth with which the young girl's reply was uttered 
completely emboldened him, and he said,—- 

^ In that case I shall not endanger your future. I 
Shan be so prudent, so adroit, I shall walk so lightly 
and speak so low, that your reputaticm will not be 
tarnished. Besides, am I not your brother? Since I 
am to leave^ at dawn, what is there strange in my 
going to bid you farewell ?** • 

^ No, no, do not come !** said Consuelo terrified. 
*< Count Albert's apartment is not far off; perhaps he 
has guessed everything. Anzoleto, if you venture, I 
win not answer for your life. I am speaking serioudy, 
and my blood is fireezing in my veins.** 

Anzoleto could indeed feel her hand, which he had 
taken in his own, becoming colder than marble. 

** If you discuss, if you argue at your door, yon 
risk my life,'* said he smiling; '^but if your Aofx 
is open, if our kisses are sOent, you risk nothing. 
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RecoDect that we have passed whole nights together 

without awaking a single one of the manj neighbors 

in the Corte MinellL As for me, if there is no other 

obstacle than the count's jealou^, and no other danger 

than death** — 
At this moment O>n8uelo saw Count Albert's look, 

ordinarily so vague, become clear and penetrating 

as it was fixed upon Anzoleta He was out of ear- 
shot, but he seemed to hear iinth his eyes. She with- 
drew her hand from Anzoleto*s, saying in a smothered 

voice, — |t 

'^Ah, if you love me, do not brave that terrible i 

manl** \! 

** Is it for yourself that you fear?^ asked Anzoleto x 

rapidly. . 
''No, but for everything which approaches and 

direatens me.** • 

''And for all that adores you, no doubt? Well, 

so be it. To die beneath your eyes» to die at 

your feet — oh, I ask nothing morel I shall be 

there at midnight; resist, and you but hasten my 
• destruction.** . 

" You leave to-morrow, and you do not take leave 

of any one?** said Consuelo^ seeing him bow to 
' the count and the cancmess, inthout speaking of his 

I departure. 

j "No,** said he; "they would keep me,"tod I 

|. should yield in spite of myself seeing everything 

conspire to prolong my agony. You will make my 

apologies and my farewells. I have given..orders to 
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my guide for the hones to be readj to stjut at four 
o'doct- 

This last asseitioa was more than trae. Albert's 
singukr looks during the last few hours had not es- 
caped Anzoleto's observatioa. He had resolved to 
venture eveiything, but he was readj for flight in case 
of necesaty. Hb hones were already saddled in the 
stably and hb guide had orden not to go to bed* 

When she returned to her chamber, O>nsuelo was 
seized with a real terror. She did not wish to see 
AnzoletOy and yet she was afraid he mi|^ be pre- 
vented from coming to her. This double sentiment, 
false yet insurmountable, still tortured her mind, and 
set her heart at odds with her consdence. Never had 
she felt so unhappy, so exposed, so completely alone 
upontheearth. ''Oh, my master Porpora!** she cried, 
''where are you? You alone could save me; you 
alone know my disease and the dangen to whidi I 
am exposed. You alone are sharp, severe, suspicious, 
as a friend and father must needs be to save me from 
the abyss into which I am Ming. But have I not 
friends about me? Have I not a father in Count 
Christian? AVoold not the canoness be a mother to 
me if I had the courage to brave her prejudices and 
open my heart to her? And Albert, is he not my 
support, my brother, my spouse, if I consent to say a 
word? Oh, yes, it is he who ought to be my sanour, 
and I fear him, I repel him I I must go and find 
them an three,** she went on, rinng and walking about 
the room with ag^tadon. " I must pledge myself to 
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them, I must attach myself to these protecting arm% 
and shelter myself under the wings of these guardian 
angels. Repose, dignity, honor abide with them; 
degradation and despair await me with Anzoleto. Oh, 
yes 1 I must go and confess to them about this fri|^t- 
ful day, and tell them what a struggle is going on in 
my heart, that they may protect me from mysel£ I 
must bind myself to them by an oath ; I must say that 
terrible 'yes' which will put an invincible barrier 
between me and my tormentor 1 I will go **^— > 

And instead of going, she fell back exhausted upon 
her chair, and wept bitterly for her lost repose and 
her broken strei^;tlL 

''But what I ** said she to herself ''shall I go and 
tell them a new lie? Shall I offer them an aban- 
doned gill, an adulterous wife? For I am &at in 
my heart, and the mouth which would swear an im- 
mutable fidelity to the most honest dt men is still 
an burning from the kiss of another; and my heart 
thrills with an impure pleasure at the mere thouj^ 
of itl Ah, even my loi^e for the unw<»rthy Anzoleto 
has changed like him I It is no longer the tranquO 
and holy affection with which I slept happfly beneadi 
the wings stretched above me from the skies. It is 
a cowardly and impetuous attraction, like the bdng 
who in^ires it There is no longer anything great or 
true in my souL I have been lying to myself ever 
since this mornings as I have lied to others. How 
can I help lying to them hereafter every hour of my 
life? Fkesent or absent, Anzoleto will -be. always 
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before my eyes; the very thought of ptrting from 
him to-morrow fiUs me with grie( and upon the 
breast of another I should still dream of him. What 
shallldo? What will become of me?" 

The time sped by with frightful rapidity, with 
frightful slowness. ^I will see him,** die thought 
^ I vnO tell him that I hate him, that I despise him, 
that I wish never to see him again. No,*I am still 
lying! I should not tell him so, or, if I had the 
courage, I should retract it a moment later. I can 
no longer be sure even of my own chastity; he does 
not believe in it now, he will not respect me. And 
I, — I no longer believe in myself nor in anything! I 
diall succumb still more from fear than from weak- 
ness. Oh, better to die than to M thus in my own 
esteem, and to give to another's craft and licentious- 
ness this triumph over the sacred instincts and the 
noble aspirations which God has placed in me t .** 

She went to her window and really had an idea of 
casting herself down, to escape by death the infamy 
with which she already thought herself sullied. As 
she struggled against this dark temptation, she thought 
of the means of safety which still remained to her. 
Materially speaking, she had no lack of them, but 
they an seemed to her to entail other perils. She 
had begun by bolting the door by which Anzoleto 
might come. But as yet she only half knew this cold 
and selfish man, and having seen proofr of his physi- 
\ cal courage, she did not know that he was wholly 

\ wanting in that moral courage which causes a man to 
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brave death in order to satisfy passion. She thought 
that he would dare to come to her, that he would 
inast upon being heard, that he would make some 
noise; and she knew that it would need only a breath 
to draw Albert to the spot There was a dressing- 
room bende her chamber, with a private staircase, 
as there was in almost all the apartments of the 
castle; but this staircase opened on the lower floor, 
dose by the canoness. It was the only refuge which 
she codd find against Anzoleto*s shameless audacity, 
and to enter there she would have to confess every- 
dung, even in advance, to avoid a scandal which the 
good Wenceslawa might prolong considerably in her 
fright. There was the garden, too ; but if Anzoleto^ 
who appeared to have explored the whole castle 
carefully, were to go thither also, it would be hasten- 
ing to her ruin. ' 

As she conddered all this, she saw from her dress^ 
ing-room window, which opened upon the back court, 
lights in the stable. She looked closely at a man 
who was going in and out of the stable without awak- 
ing tiie other servants^ and who appeared to l)e 
making preparations for departure. By his costume 
she knew him for Anzoleto*s guide, who was prepar- 
ing his horses, according to his instnictions. She 
also saw that the warden of the drawbridge had a 
light in his room, and thought righdy that^e had 
been warned by the guide of his departure at some 
hour not yet decided upon. As she was observing 
these details, and making a thousand conjectures and 
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plans, Consuelo conceived ft rather strange and verj 
rash design; bat as it offered a middle coarse ht- 
tween the tnfo extremes which she dreaded^ and at 
the same time opened a new perspective in the events 
of her life, it appeared to her a veritable inspiration of 
heaven. She had no time to spend in considering 
means and consequences. The former appdeued to 
be offered to her as the result of a providential 
chance; the latter it seemed to her possible to avoid* 
She be^ to write the following letter in great haste, 
as may wen be believed, for the castle clock had Jast 
struck eleven :>^- • I 'i .-'.:. 



V 



S; 



Albkit, — I am forced to deptft I care for joa with all aijr 
loo], as you know. But there are la my heing contradicfionft, 
Mfleringi, repugnances, which I cannot explain to yoa nor to 
njself. If I were to see yom it this mdmeiit I should tell jou 
thMi I intrust myself to jon, that I abandon to you the care of 
mj fnturte, that I consent to be jour wife. I should say, per- 
h^», that I wish it Yet I should decdve yo^u, or I should 
take a rash oath, for my heart is not suffidenUy purified of its 
6ld love to belong to you henceforth widiout fear, or to deserre 
yours without remorse. lami^iag; 1 go to Vienna, to Join or 
await Porpora tiiere, where he should Iw now, or soon arrire. 
as Us letter to your lather iiecently announced to you. I swear 
to you that I am going to seek near him forgetfalness and 
hatred of the pas^ and the hope of a future whose corner-stone 
you shall be. Do not follow me; I forbid you, in the name of 
that future which your impudence would endanger and perh^a 
destroy. Wait for me, and keep the oath which yoa nulde mi 
aefer to go bade without me to— you understand me. Count 
i^on me, I command jon, for I am going away with the holy 
hope of soon returning or sending for yoa. At this moment I 
aia la a dreadful dream. It seems to me that when I am aloae 
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by myielf I ikall wake up woitlqr of jov. I do aol widi nj 
brother to follofr ne. I shall decchre him, and make him take 
the oppotite road to my own. Bjr all that joa hold deaieit in 
the world do not interfere iHth my project and bcBeve me 
sincere. By that I shall know whether yon traly lore mc^ and 
whether I can^wkhovt bbaUnf^ sacrifice my poverty to jonr 
riches, my obscnrity to your rank, my ignorance to the kaming 
of your mind. . Farewell — bat no^ an reToif» Albert To 
prove to yon tiiat I am not going away irrevocably, I charge 
yon to make yonr dear and worthy annt favorable to onr nnion, 
and to preserve for me the kindness nl yonr fadier^ the besl^ 
the most estimable of men 1 TeQ him the trath abont all Ais. 
I win write to yott from Vienna. . 



The hope of convincing and calming by such a 
letter a man so much in love as Albert was rash, no 
doubty bat not unreasonable* As she wrote, Ccmsoeto 
found her strength of will and the honestj of her 
character coming back* She fek all she wrote, she 
would do an she promised. She believed in Albert's 
great penetration, which was almost second si^; 
she couhl not hope to deceive him, but she was sure 
that he would believe in her, and, considerii^ his 
character, obey her exactly* At this moment she 
judged events, and Albert himself fix>mhb own hei|^ 

After folding her letter without sealing it, she threw 
her travellii^-doak over her shoulders, wrapped her 
head in a very thick black veil, put on strong sboes^ 
took with her what little money she possessed, made 
up a small bundle of linen, and descending the ttaiis 
on tiptoe with every possible precaution, she went 
through the lower floors^ reached Count jChristim's 
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apartments^ and dipped into his oimtorj, which she 
Icnew that he entered r^;ularl/ at nx o'clock ever/ 
morning. She laid her letter upon the cushion oil 
which he placed his book before kneeling upon 
i the ground* Then, descending to the courtyard 

tF^ without awaking an/ one, she went straight to the 

sUbles. 

The guide, who did not fed much at ease when he 
saw himself alone at night in a great castle where 
every one was sound asleep, was frightened at first by 
this woman in black who advanced towards him Kke 
a phantom. He recoiled to the back of the stable 
without daring to cry out or to question her, which was 
/ what Consuelo wished. As soon as she found herself 

out of reach of eyes and ears (and besides, she knew 
that neither Albert's room nor Anzoleto's opened upon 
this court) she said to the guide,— 

'< I am the sister of the young man you brouj^ 
here this morning. He is carrying me oC I have 
just arranged it with him. Quick ! put a side-saddle 
on his horse ; there are several here. Follow me to 
T^ista without saying a word or making a motion 
which can let the people in the castle know that I am 
, escaping. You will be paid double. You seem 

astonished. Come, hurry ! As soon as we are at the 
town you will have to come back here with these 
same horses to fetch my brother." 

The guide shook his head. 

«' You win be paid triple.** 

The guide made a gesture of \ 
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''And you will bring him back at full speed to 
Tusta, where I shall wait for too.** 

The gaide again shook his head. 

'' Yoa win be paid four times as much on your last 
trip as on your first" 

The guide obeyed. In a moment the horse 
which was to carry Consudo was ready, with a 
side-saddle. 

''That is not all,** said Consuek>» mounting even 
before the horse was folly bridled; ''give me your 
hat, and throw your cloak over mine. It is only for 
a moment** 

" I understand,** said the other, " it is to deceive 
the porter; that is easy! Oh, this is not the first 
time I have carried off a young lady 1 Your lover will 
pay me well, although you are his sister,'* he added, 
with a mocking smile. 

" You win be weU paid by me first Be quiet I 
Are you ready? ** 

" I am mounted.** 

" Go out first, and have the drawbridge lowered.**. 

They passed over it at a walk, made a detour so as 
not to go beneath the walls of the casde^ and in a 
quarter of an hour reached the sandy hig^-road. 
Consudo had never been on a hone m her life. For* 
tunately this one, though powerfol, was quiet Hb 
master urged him on by ducking his tongue^ and he 
I settled mto a steady gsOlop which, through wood and 

brake, brought his rider to her journey's end in two 
hours. .. - — 
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Coosuelo drew bridk and dismounted at the 
entrance to the town. 

''I do not wish to be seen here,** she said, putting 
into the gnide's hand the price agreed upon for her- 
self and Anzoleto. ^ I shall go through the town on 
foot, and take a carriage from some people I know, 
which wiU carry me on the road to Plragoe. I will 
go bsXf so as to get as £ir as possible before breakfast 
from a neighborhood where my fiice is known. At 
daybreak I will stop and wait for my brother.** 

"Butwhere?'* 

''IcannotteD. But tell him that it will be at some 
posting-station. He must ask no questions for ten 
leagues from here. Then he must ask everywhere 
tor Madam Wolf — that is the first name I think of; 
but do not foiget it There is only one road to 
Pirague?" 

''Onlyoneasdras**— ^ • 

^Yeiy good. Stop in the suburbs and bait the 
hcMfses. Try not to have any one see the side-saddle ; 
throw your doak over it Answer ao questions^ and 
go I Want 1 one word more. Tell my brother not to 
hesitate, not to delay — to slip off without being seen. 
There is danger of death for him at the castle.*' 

''God be with you, my pretty girl,'* said the guide^ 

who had had time to turn between his fingers the 

\ moDcy he had recdved* '^ I shall be glad to have 

done you a service, though it kill my poor horses. 
An the same, I am sorry,** he said to himself when 
she had disappeared in the dark, "not to have seen 
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even the tip of ber nose; I should like to knoir 

whether she is pretty enough to be worth canying o£ 

She frightened me at first with her black veil and her 

firm step; they told me so many stories in the 

kitchen that I did not know where I was. How sim* 

pie and superstitious these people are, with dieir 

ghostsand their black man of the Schreckenstein oak | 

Bah ! I have passed there a hundred times and never 

saw him. I took good care to hang my head and to \ 

look on the other side of the ravine when I passed 

the foot of the mountain*^ . 

As he made Uiese simple reflections, the jgnide^ 
after feeding his horses and regaling himself in a 
neighboring inn with a great draught of mead, set 
out on his return to Reisenbui^ without too great 
speed, as Consuelo had hoped and foreseen, thouj^ 
she urged him to make haste. As the honest fellow 
went on his way he made all sorts of conjectures 
concerning the romantic adventure in which he had 
just been acting as go-between. Litde by little the 
vapors of the night, and perhaps those of the. fer^ 
mented liquor, caused this adventure to appear stiD 
more marvellous to him; *' It would be pleasan^** 
he thought, '<if this woman in black were a man, and 
that man the castle ghost, the Uack spectre of the 
Schreckenstein I They say that he does all sorts of 
ill turns to those who travel by nij^t, and old Hani 
swore to me that he had seen him more than a dozen 
times m his suUe when he went to feed old Baron 
Frederick's horses before daybreak. If my poor old 
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gray has been canying Satan to-nij^t, he will cer- 
tainly die. It seems to me that fire b already com- 
ing fiom his eyes. If he only does not take the bit 
between his teeth 1 Egad I I am curious to get 
back to the castle and see iriiether the gold that this 
devil gave me has not turned to dry leaves in my 
pocket And if they tell me that Sgnora Porporina 
is sleeping quietly in her bed instead of driving on 
the road to Prague^ who will be caught, the devil or 
I? The £u:t is, that she hurried off like the wind, 
Ij and disappeared as if she had sunk beneath the 

I earth.** V . - -* 
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CHAPTER IV, 

Amzoleto had not Csuled to rise at midnii^t, take 
his stiletto, perfume himself and extinguish his U^^L 
But just as he thought himself a1x)ut to open his door 
noiselessly (he had already noUced that the lock 
worked very easily and silently), he was greatly 
astonished to find that he could not turn the key* 
He bruised his fingers and wore himself out with 
£itigue at it, at the risk of awaking some one by 
shaking the door too roughly. All was nsdess» 
There was no other entrance to his room, and the 
windows opened upon the garden fifty feet firom the 
ground, with no possible way of climbing down* 
The mere thought made him dizzy. 

^This is not the result of chance,** said Anzdeto^ 
after uselessly trying once more to open his door. 
'^Whether it is Consuelo (and it would be a good 
sign; her fear would prove her weakness) or Count 
Albert, they shall pay me for it together.** 

He resolved to go to sleep again, but he was pre* . f^^, 

vented by irritation, and also, perhaps, by a certain 
unea«ness which bordered on fear. If Albeit was 
the author of this precaution, he alone iiTaU the 
house was not the dupe of his firatemal relation to 
Consuelo. The young girl had appeared really ter- 
rified when she warned him to beware of '^that teni- 
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Ue maa.'* It was in vain that Anxoleto said to 
himself that, being mad^ the young count had perhaps 
no sequence in his ideaa^ or that, because of his 
noble birth, and in accordance with the prejudices of 
the age, he would be unwilling to compromise himself 
in an affair of honor with an actor; these supposi- 
tions did not reassure him* Albert had appeared tp 
him a vety calm madman, quite master pf himself; 
and as for his prejudices, they could not be very deep 
rooted to permit him to wish to marry an actress* 
Consequently, Anzoleto began to fear that he would 
have trouble with him before accomplishing his pur* 
pose, and entangle himself in some serious difficult 
without any profit This outcome appeared to him 
shameful rather than terrifying. He had learned to 
handle a sword, and flattered himself that he could 
hold his ground against any man of quality whatever* 
Nevertheless, he did not feel easy, and could not deep. 
Towards five o'clock he thought he heard steps in the 
corridor, and soon afterwards his door opened widi> 
out noise or difficulty; It was notyet qwte day, and 
seeing a man come into his room with so little cere* 
mony, Anzoleto thought that the decisive moment 
' had come. He sprang to his dagger, bounding like 

a bulL But he quickly rea^;nized bis guide, who was 
making signs to him to speak low, and to make no 
noise* ■ 

( I ^ What do you mean by your grimaces, and what 

do you want, imbecile?" said Ansoleto angrfly. 
**How did you get in here?** ; 

I i 
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^'Eh ! how else bat \sf the door, my good gende*' 
man?" 

" The door was locked.'* 

'' Bat you left the key outside.** 

<' Impossible I There it is on my table.** 

^ That's a fine business I There is another.** • . 

'< Who could have played me the trick of locking n 

me up here? There was only one key last ni^; . i^y 

wasit you, when you came for my valise ?•• jX 

** I swear that it was not T, and that \ did not see 
any key." 

^Then it was the devil I But what do you want I ] 

with your important and mysterious air? I did. not \ 

sendforyou." ^■ 

"Yon do not give me time to speak 1 Besides^ - 

you see me, and you know what I want, no doubt 
The signora got to Ttista without trouble^ and here I 
am with my horses, according to her orders^ to take 
you there.** 

It required some moments for Ansoleto to under- 
stand what his guide meant, but he guessed it quickly 
enough to prevent the man, whose superstitious fears 
were, moreover, vanishing along with the shadows of 
ni^t, from falling again into lus perplexities in re- 
gard to a trick of the deviL The fellow had exam- 
ined Consuelo's money and rung it upon the pavement 
of the stable^ and he was satisfied with his^lMugaia 
with helL Anzoleto understood the sitnatioiv how- 
ever, and tiiought that the foi^tive had been so 
watched on her side as to be unable to give hini no- 
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\ ! tice of her resoludoa; that, threatened and driven 

} , to extremities^ perhaps, by her jealous lover, she had 

I seized upon a fstvoraUe moment to evade his watch- 

fiihiess and escape. 

<* However that may be,** he said to himself there 
is no time for doubt or hesitation* The instructions 
which she sends me by this man, who left her on the 
road to Prague, are clear and predse. Victory I 
That is^ if I can get out of here to join her without 
being forced to draw my sword*** 

He armed himself to the teeth, and whOe he was 
preparing, sent his guide ahead as a scout to see if 
the way was dear. Upon his assurance that every one 
appeared still asleep, except the warden at the draw- 
bridge who had just let him in, Anzoleto went down 
' ' ^ ^ noiselessly, mounted his horse and met no one in the 

( I court but an hostier, whom he called, giving him 

some money, that his departure might not appear 
like a flij^t 
<<By St Wenceslawa,*' said the servant, «< that is 

1 strange 1 Your horses come out of the stable cov- 

( ered with sweaty as if they had been travelling all 

night- 

''It is your black devil who has been groonung 
them,** said the guide. 

''That must be the reason,- returned the hostler, 

"why I heard a frightful noise out here last night I 

I j did not dare to come and see, but I heard the port- 

culfis creaking and the drawbridge being lowered as 
deariy as I hear yon now, so that I thought it was 
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yoa leaving, and did not expect to see you thh 
morning.'* 

At the drawbridge die warden also made comment. 

" Is your lordship double? ** asked he, nibbing hb 
eyes. ** I saw you depart at midnight, and now I see 
you again." 

''You were dreaming my good man,** said An- 
zoleto, giving him also some money. ''I should 
not have gone without begging you to drink my 
health." ^j ^ 

** Your lordship does me too much honor,** said the 1' ^ 

porter, who spoke a little Italian. . i a 

''All the same,** he said to the guide in his own y\^ 

tongue, " I have seen two of them to-night.** 

"And take care that you do not see four of them 
to-morrow night,** replied the guide, as he galloped 
across the bridge after Anzoleto. ^The black devil 
plays tricks of that sort on sleepers like yoo.** 

Anzoleto, thoroughly posted by his guide^ reached 
Tusta or Tanss, which is, I believe, the same town. 
He passed through it, after dischar]g^ng his man and 
taking post horses, refrained from putdng any ques- 
tions for ten leagues, and stopped at the designated 
point for breakflu^ (for he could hold out no longer), 
and to ask for a Madam Wol( who should have 
reached there in a carriage. No one could give him 
any news of her, natnndty. '^ 

There was indeed a Madam Wdf in the village ,. 

but she had lived there for fifty years, and kept a ^)l 

haberdashery. Anzoleto, worn out and afaaoost ex* m \ 
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hansted, thought dial Consndo had not cooridered 
i> it oest to stop at this place. He wished to hire a 

carriage, but there was none. He was oompeDed 
to moont a horse again, and to make a new stage at 
foil gallop. He thought it impossible diat he should 
not meet at every step the blessed carriage, into 
\ which he could spring and be rewarded Cm* all his 

anxiety and fiuigue. But he met very few trardkrs^ 
and in no carriage did he see Consnelo. At last, 
orercome by excessive weariness and frightfolly vexed, 

! r he resolved to wait in a little wayside village until 

Consudo should overtake him, for he dxmg^ he 
must have passed her. During the rest of the day 
and the following ni|^ he had leisure to curse 
women, inns^ jealous lovers and highways. The 
next day a public carriage came by, and in it he 
continue htt journey to Prague, without being vcq 
more successfoL We will leave him on his way 
towards the north, in a frig^tfol rage and suffering 
from impatience minted with hope, to return to the 
castle for a moment and see the ^effect of Coosudo's 
departure upon those in this abode. 

It can be readOy imagined that Count Albert did 
' not sleep any more Aan the other two characters in 

'/ this sudden adventure. He had provided himself 

with a duplicate key to Anzoleto's room, and having 
locked him in, he had not concerned himself again 
about his attempts^ knowing that unless Consudo 
herself did, no one would set him free. 
In regard to this first possibiU^, the Idea of which 
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made him shadder, Albert had the excessive delicacy 
not to wish to make any impradent discoveries. 

^ If she loves him so much as thaV he thought, 
'< I can straggle no longer ; let my destiny be accom- 
plished ! I shall know so(m enough, for she is sin- 
cere, and to-morrow she will openly refuse the offers ,^ 
I made her to-day. If she is only persecuted and ] A 
threatened by this dangerous man, she il safe from '^ 
his pursuit for one night at least Now, I will not 
move, no matter what noises I hear around me. I 
will not make myself hatefid, and I will not inflict 
the torture of shame upon the unfortunate creature 
by appearing before her without being called. No! 
I will not play the part of a cowardly spy, a jealous j"; 
and suspicious man, when her refusal and her irreso- 
hition have thus &r given me no rights over her. 
I only know one thing, reassuring for my honor, 
frightful for my love ; it is that I shall not be de» 
ceived. Soul of her I love, you who dwell at the 
same time in the breast of the most perfect of women 
and in the bosom of the universal God, if yoa can 
read my heart now throu^ the mysteries and shadows 
of human thought, your inner consciousness must 
tell you that I love you too well not to believe in 
your word !•• 

The courageous Albert fidthfully kept the.resohi* 
tion iriiich he had just formed, and altltough he 
thought he heard Consuelo's light footsteps on the 
floor below at the moment of her flight, and another 
noise in the direction of the portcunis,-which he 
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could not so readily understand, he suffered, prayed 
and compressed with folded hands hit heart, throb- 
bing in his breast 

When day broke he heard steps and the opening 
of doors in the direction of Anzoleto*s room. 

^The scoundrel!** he thou^t, "he leaves her 
without shame and without precautions. He seems 
to wish to* proclaim his victory. Ah, the harm he 
does to me would be nothing if another soul, more 
precious and dearer than my own, were not sullied 
byhisloyel** 

At the hour when Count Christian was accustomed 
to rise, Albert went to him, not to inform him of 
what was going on, but to uige him to have another 
explanation with Consuelo. He was sure that she 
would not lie. He felt that she would deare this 
explanation, and was preparing to comfort her in her 
trouble, even to console her in her shame, and to 
pretend a resignation which might lessen the bitter* 
ness of their £u:ewelL Albert did not consider what 
would become of him afterwards. He felt that either 
his reason or his life would sink beneath such a blow, 
but he did not fear to undergo a suffering beyond his 
strength. 

He found his £ither as he was about to enter his 
oratory. The letter Ijring upon the cushion met 
their eyes at the same moment They seized it 
and read it together. The old man was overcome, 
fearing that his son could not support the shock; 
but Albert, who was prepared for a still greater mis- 
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fortane, was calm, resigned and firm in his confi* 
dence. 

''She is pure,^ he said; ''she wishes to love me. 
She feek that my love is true and my £uth onshak*. 

able. God will save her firom danger. Let us accept '^^||.i 

her promise, father, and remain tranquil. Do not 
fear for me ; I will be stronger than my sorrow, and V 

control the anxiety which may attack me.** - , | ^ 

"My son," said the old man, greatly moved, "we y< 

arebefore the image of the God of your fstthers. Yoa \^'^ 

have adopted other beliefi, and I have never reproached ^ 

you har^y for it, although my heart has suffered jj|! 

much firom it I am about to kneel before the like> 
ness of that God upon whom I promised you,the night 
before last, to do all in my power to have your love 

heard and sanctified by a respectable union. . I have 1 

kept my promise, and I renew it I am going to pray ^ 

again that die Almighty may grant your wishes, and 
my own will not oppose my words. Will you not 
unite with me in this solemn hour which may perhaps 
decide in heaven the iate of your love upon earth? 
Oh, my noble child, in whom the Eternal has preserved 
all the virtues, in spite of the trials to which he has 
allowed your first faith to be subjected ! you whom I 
have seen in your childhood kneeling beside me upon 
your mother's tomb, and praying like a young ^ngd to 
that sovereign master whom you did not then doubt— 
win you refuse to-day to raise your voice to him, that 
mine may not be useless? •* _ 

" My &ther," said Albert, as he folded the old man 
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in his arms, *< if our fiutfas differ in fium and dognia% 
our souls remain always agreed upon one eternal and 
divine principle. Yon serve a God of wisdom and 
goodnesi, an ideal of perfection, of knowledge and of 
justice, whom I have never ceased to adore. O Di* 
vine Crucified One,** he said, kneeling beskle his 
&ther before the image of Jesn% ^Thoo whom men 
adore as the Word, and whom I adore as the noblest and 
purest manifestation of universal love among us, hear 
m/ prayer 1 O Thou whose though dweBs eternally in 
God and in us, bless just instincts and right intentions 1 
Grieve for triumphant perveid^ and npport strug> 
{^ing innocence ! May my happiness be as God wiDsl 
But, O God of mercy 1 may Thme influence direct 
and animate hearts which have no odier strengdi and 
consolation than Thy life and Thine example upon 
eaitiir* 
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CHAPTER V. 

When Anzoleto followed the road to Ftagae it was 
a pure waste of labor; for as soon as Consuelo had 
given the guide the deceptive Instructions which she 
considered necessary to the success of her enterprise, 
she had taken a road to her left which sfie knew from 
having twice accompanied Baroness Amelia in the 
carriage to a castle near the little town of Tauss. 
This castle was the farthest extent of the infrequent 
trips which she had made during her abode at Reis- 
enburg. The appearance of the country and the 
direction of the roads which traversed it had therefore 
naturally recurred to her memory when she had hastily 
conceiv^ and realized her rash project She recol* 
lected that when walking upon 4he terrace of this 
castle, the lady who dwelt there had said to her, 9m 
she showed her the extensive view, ** That fine road, 
bordered by trees, which you see there, and tdiich 
disappears at the horizon, joins the road to the 
south, and that is the way we go to Yienna.** Con- 
suelo, with this recollection and this predse indica^ 
tion, was sure of not losing herself and of readiing 
after some distance the road bywhich she had come to 
Bohemia. She arrived it the Castle of Bida, walked 
along the wall of the paric, found without^clifficul^ 
the road bordered with trees, and before day had 
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succeeded in placing between herself and the place 
she wished to leave a distance of about three leagues 
as the bird flies. Young, strong and accustomed 
from childhood to long walks, sustained, moreover, 
by her bold will, she saw day dawn without feeling 
much fatigue. The sky was serene, and the roads 
dry and covered with a sand soft enough to the feet. 
The gallop on horseback, to which she was not accus- 
tomed, had fatigued her somewhat^ but it is well 
known that walking in such a case is better than 
repose, and that energetic temperaments find in one 
fiedgue rest firom another. 

Nevertheless, as the stars grew paler and the twili^^t 
brighter, she began to be frightened by her isolation. 
She had felt very tranquil in the dark. Always on 
the watch, she had been sure, in case of pursuit, of 
being able to hide before being seen; but by day, 
forced to cross laige open tracts, she no longer dared 
to follow the beaten track, and all the more as she 
soon saw groups appesir in the distance, and spread 
like black spots over the white line which the road 
marked between the dark fields. At such a little 
distance firom Reisenburg she might be recognized 
by the first passer, and she resolved to take a path 
which seemed likely to shorten her journey by cutting 
across a circuit which the road made round a hilL 
She therefore went on in this way for nearly an hour 
without meeting any one, and reached a wooded spot 
where she could hope easily to escape prying eyes. 

'' If I could gain an advance of eight or ten leagues 
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in thb way without being discovered,** she thought, 
*^ I could walk confidently on the hi^ road, and at 
the first fayorable opportunity I would hire a carriage 
and horses.** 

This idea caused her to put her hand in her pocket 
to get out her purse and calculate how much money 
was left for this long and difficult journey after her 
generous reward to the guide who had brought her 
out of Reisenburg. She had not yet ghren herself 
time to think of this ; indeed, if she had made aD 
the reflections suggested by prudence, would she have 
resolved at all upon this adventurous flight? But 
what were her surprise and consternation when she 
found her purse much lighter than she had supposed I 
In her hurry she had brought away but half of the 
litde sum she possessed, at the outside; or she had 
given the guide gold for silver in the dark ; or else 
when she opened her purse to pay him, she had 
dropped part of her fortune in the dust of the road. 
At any rate, after counting her little store over and 
over again, she comprehended that she would have to 
make the journey to Vienna on foot 

This discovery caused her a little discouragement, 
not because of the fatigue, which she did not dread, 
but of the dangers to a young girl which were insqMi- 
rable from so long a journey on foot. The fear which 
she had thus far overcome by persuading herself diat 
she would soon be in a carriage and safe firom wayside 
adventures began to speak more loudly than she had 
foreseen in the first whirl of her ideai^ Xid, 9m if 



V 



^irr 






n 






Digitized by 



GooqIc 



I 



6a CONSUELO. 

vanquished for the first time in her life by fear of her 
\ poverty and her weakness^ she began to walk rapidly, 

seeking the daikest thickets for a refuge in case of 
attadL 
\ To add to her anxiety, she soon perceived diat she 

i was not following any beaten path, and that she was 

1 walking at random throu^ a wood which grew ever 

I thicker and darker. If this dreary solitude reassured 

\ her in some respects, the uncertainty of her directioii 

made her afraid of retracing her steps and returning 
in spite of herself to the Casde of the Giants. Anzo- 
leto might still be there ; a suspicion, an accident, an 
idea of vengeance against Albert might have kept 
I j; him. Besides, was not Albert himself to be feared in 

this first moment of trouble and despair? Consuelo 
knew wen that he would submit to her decree ; but 
if she were to be seen in the neighboriiood of the 
castk, and the young count were told that she was 
still there, where she couU be reached and brought 
back, would he not hasten to her, to conquer her by 
his supplications and tears? Ought she to expose 
this noble young man and hb fiunily and her own 
pride to the scandal and ridicule of an undertaking 
^ which miscarried as soon as it was conceived? An- 

2oleto*s return, moreover, would perhaps bring back 
in a few days all the embarrassments and dangers of 
a atuation fiK>m which she had just escaped by a bold 
and generous resolve. She must^ therefore, sufier 
and venture everything rather than return to Reisen- 
buig* 



. t 



;i 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONSUELO. 63 

Resdved to seek attentively fbr the direction of 
Vienn^i and to follow it at any cost, she st(^>ped in a 
secluded and mysterious spot where a little qmng 
flowed bom between rocks diaded by old trees. The 
surrounding earth seemed beaten down by the small 
feet of animals. Were they the flocks of the neigh- 
borhood, or wild beasts of the finest which came to 
drink at this hidden fiMmtain? Consuelo drew near to 
it» and kneeling upon the damp stones assuaged the 
thirst which she was bq;inning to fied by drinking 
from this cold and limi»d stream. Tlien remaining 
upon her knees, she thought a little about her'situa* 



*< I am very fodish and weak,** she said to herself 
^if I cannot carry out what I have undertaken. 
What ! Shan it be said that my mother's danghter 
has become so delicate amid the hucnries of life diat 
she can no longer brave the sun, hunger, Caigoe and 
peril? I have had such fine dreams of pover^ and 
liberty amid this comfort which oppressed me^ and 
which I was always hojMng to leave, and shall I be 
frightened at the outset? Is it not the trade to which 
I was bom, 'to wander, to want and to dare'? 
What has changed in me since the days when I used 
to walk with my poor mother before daybreak, often 
fisting, and when we drank from the little wayside 
riUs to ghre oursehres strength? She is a fine Zingara 
indeed who is good only to sing in theatres, to deep 
upon down and to travd in carriages I What dangers 
did I dread with my mother? Did she not-aay to 
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roe when we met ill-looking people^ ' Fear not ; thoie 
who have nothing have none to threaten them, and 
the poor do not fight each other/ She was still young 
and handsome at that time, but did I ever see her in- 
sulted by the passers? The wickedest men respect 
defenceless bemgs. And how is it with all those poor 
girls who beg upon the highways, and have no pro- 
tector but God? Shall I be like those young ladies 
who dare not set foot out of doors without thinking 
that the whole universe, intoxicated by their charms^ 
win set out in pursuit of them? Is there any reason 
why, because one is alone with her feet on the public 
way, she should be debased and give up the honor 
which she cannot surround with guards? Besides, 
my mother was strong as a man ; she would have de- 
fended herself like a lion. Cannot I be courageous 
and strong, — I who have ncme but good plebeian blood 
in my veins? Can one not always kill herself when 
threatened with the loss of more than life? And be- 
sides, I am still in a quiet country, whose inhabitants 
will be kind and charitable, and when I get into an un- 
known land, I shall be very unfortunate if I do not meet 
in the hour of danger one of those honest and gener- 
ous beings whom God places everywhere to be the 
providence of the weak and the oppressed. Come^ 
courage ! To-day, I have nothing bit hunger to con- 
tend against. I will not go mto any cottage to buy 
bread untQ the end of the day, when it will be dark, and 
I shall be ^, very fiur, from here. I knowhunger and 
how to resist it, in spite of the eternal banqueU to 
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which they wished to accustom me at Reisenburg. A 
day is soon over* When the heat has come^ and my 
limbs are weary, I will remember the phflosophic 
axiom which I often heard in my childhood, 'He who 
sleeps dines.' I will hide myself in some hole in the 
rocks, and I will show yon, oh my poor mother, who 
are watching over me now and travelling invisible at 
my side, whether I stUl know how to take my siesta 
without a SO& and cushions." 

As she talked to herself in this way, the poor child 
somewhat forgot her heart troubles. The feeling of a 
great victory won over herself already made Anzoleto 
appear less dangerous to her. It even seemed to her, 
that from the moment she had resisted his seductions 
she had felt her heart relieved of this fetal attach- 
ment, and amid the labors of her romantic project 
she found a melancholy gayety which caused her to re* 
peat in a low voice at every moment, ''My body is 
suffering, but it is saving my souL The bird tiMch 
cannot defend itself with its wings can fly away, and 
when it is aloft in the air can langh at nets and 
snares.** 

The memory of Albert, the idea of his 6i{^ and 
his sorrow, appeared differently to Consuelo's mind, 
but she struggled with all her might against the pity 
which came over her at this idea. She had resolved 
to banish his image so long as she was not safe from 
too prompt a repentance and an imprudent tender- 



'' Dear Albert, sublime soul !" she said to herself 
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** I cannot hdp dghing decf^y when I think of your 
I P; I suflering ! But it is only in Vienna that I can pause 

[ i. to sympathize with it and pity it, — only in Vienna 

> ^ I will I allow my heart to tell mehow much it venerates 

I and longs for yoo.** 

A '* Come, let us go," said Consuelo to herself trying 

MJ to rise. But two or three times she tried in vain to 

abandon this wild and pretty fountain, which invited 
her to prolong her repose. Sleep, which she had 
u wished to postpone undl the afternoon, hung heavy 

> -I on her eyelids, and hunger, which she was not ac- 

customed to braving so well as she had flattered 
herself caused her an irresbtiUe faintness. She 
tried in vain to deceive herself in this respect. She 
had eaten hardly anything the day before ; excessive 
\ agitation and anxiety had not allowed her to think of 

it A veil fell before her eyes ; a cold and painful 
sweat spread over her whole body. She 3rielded to 
iatigue unconsciously, and even while forming a last 
resolve to rise and i:esume her journey, her limbs 
gave way under her, her head fell back upon her little 
bundle and she went £ist asleep. The sun, red and 
hot as it sometimes is in those short Bohemian sum- 
mers, rose gayly in the sky; the fountain murmured 
over its pebbles^ as if it wished to lull the traveller's 
slumbers with its monotonous song; and the birds 
fluttered over her head, anging their chattering 
refrains. 
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The forgetful giil had been deeping for neailj 
three hours when another noise than that of the 
fountain or the birds drew her from her kthaigy. 
Sie half opened her eyes, withoat having the strengdi \, .; ^ 

to rise or as yet understanding iriiere she was, and I - 

^ saw, a couple of paces from her, a man bending over ' ^ 

the rocks, occupied in drinking from the spring with . '/; ^ 

as little ceremony as she had done, by placing his ;(i\ 

mouth to the stream. Consnelo's first feeling was \(s 

one of fright, but a second glance at her companion * r 

restored her confidence. For, whether he had already ji- 

had time to scan the traveller's features during lusr I 

deep, or whether he took but little interest in their 1.: 

meeting, he did not appear to pay much attention to ~ ^ 

her. Besides,he was less a man than a child; he did 
not appear more than fifteen or sixteen yean old at 
the outdde ; he was very small, thin, extremely yellow 
and tanned, and his figure, which was neither handsome 
nor ugly, revealed nothing just then but a calm 
indifference. 

By an instincdve moveme n t Consuelo drew her 
veil over her Cu:e and did not change her podtioi^ 
thinking that if the traveller paid no more regard to 
her than he seemed diq)osed to do^ it was better |o 
pretend to deep than to call out embarrasdng qoes- ^\ 
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tions. But through her veQ she did not lose one of 
the gestures of the stranger, waiting for him to take 
his knapsack and stick, which were lying on the grass, 
and go on his waj. ' 

But she soon saw that he had resolved to rest also, 
and even to breakfiatst; for he opened his little 
pilgrim's sack, and drew out a laige piece of bread, 
which he began gravely to cut and bravely to bite 
into, castmg from time to time a glance at the 
sleeper, and taking care not to make any noise in 
opening and closing his clasp-knife, as if he feared to 
Trake her suddenly. This sign of deference restored 
entire confidence to Consuelo, and the sight of the 
bread which her compamon was eating so heartily 
awoke in her the anguish of hunger. 

After having made sure from the boy's worn clothing 
and dusty shoes that he was a poor traveDer, a stranger 
to the country, she decided that Providence had sent 
her this unhoped-for aid, by which she ought to profit 
The piece of bread was enormous,^ and the boy could 
spare her a small part of it without injustice to his 
own appetite. She arose, therefore, pretended to rub 
her eyes as if she had just awaked, and looked at the 
youth with a omfident expression, so as to awe him 
in case he should lose the respect which he had thus 
fiur exhibited. 

This precaution was not necessary. As soon as he 
saw the deeper standing, the boy became a little em- 
barrassed, cast down his eyes» raised them two or 
three times with an effort, and finally, emboldened by 
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I's (ace, which remained irresistibly good and 

ftic, in spite of her effort to look dignified, he 

lier in so sweet and harmonious a voice that the 

osician was suddenly inyressed in his iavor. 

, young lady/' said he smiling, «' so you have 

: last? You were deeping so. comfortably 

t if I had not feared to be impolite I should 

e as much myseUl" 

m are as obliging as you are polite/* replied ; : 

, assuming a maternal tone, "you win do me ^\ 

:ever you wish," replied the young traveller, 'j • 

the sound of Consuelo's voice appeared [*'/ 

greeable and attractive. 

vill sell me a little piece of your breakfast, if '\\ 

lo it without depriving ydlirsdC* 

it to your* cried the boy, surprised and I 

"01^ if I had a breakfast, I would not sell v 

I I am not an innkeeper, but I would offer 1 

and give it.~ 

you win give it to me, on condition that I 
n exchange something with which to buy a 

• t^vakfast" 

"Not at an, not at aU!" he repKed. "Arc you 
laughing at me? Are you too proud to accept a bit 
of bread from me? Alas! I have only that to offer 
: you, you see." 

^ "Very wen, I accept," said Consuek), holding out 

\ her hand. '* Your good heart makes me blush, at my 

' own pride." . > . 
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** Here, here, my handsome kdy I** cried theyoath, 
quite pleased, " take the bread and the knife and cot 
ityooiseUl But do not be bashfiil, at any rate. lam 
not a laige eater, |nd I had enoo^^ there for a& 
day.- 

*« But win yoQ be able to get more to-day ? - 

''Does not one tfind bread everywhere? Come,ea^ 
if yoQ wish to give me pleasure.** 

Consuelo did not have to be asked again, and real- 
izing that it would be a poor return for the fiateroal 
cordiality of her amphitryon not to eat in his company, 
she sat down not fiur from him and began to devour 
this bread, compared with which the most deBcate 
dishesshehadever eaten at the tables of the rich ap- 
peared tasteless and coarse. 

<< What a fine fppetite you have T* said the boy, 
''it does me good to see it. Well, I am fortunate in 
meeting you; it makes me quite pleased. Here, take 
my advice, and let us eat it all; we shall certainly find 
a house on the road to-day, though this country seems 
a desert** 

" Then you do not know it? ** asked Consuelo, with 
an expression of indifference. 

"This is the first time I have passed thb way, though 
I know the road fiK>m ^Henna to Pilsen, whidi I have 
just travelled, and which I am taking again on my way 
back there.** 

"There? where, Vienna?** 

"Yes» Vienna. AreyougdAg there too?** 

Consuek), uncertain whether she shouM accept this 
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travelling companion or avoid him, pretended to be 
inattentive, so as not to answer at once. 

<*Bah! what am I talking about?" went on the 
young man. ''A handsome young lady like you would 
not go to Vienna alone in this way. Still, you are 
travelling, for you have a bundle like me, and you are 
on foot, like me.** 

Consuelo, decided to avoid his questions until she 
saw how far she could trust him, answered the question 
by another. j 

''Are you from Filsen?*' she asked. * 

''No," replied the boy, who had no instinct or ^ 

motive for distrust, " I am from Rohrau, in Hungary ; ^ 

my &ther b a cartwright there." 

"And how do you come to be travelling so far from, 
home ? Do you ju>t follow your Cither's trade ? " 

"Yes and no. My father is a cartwright, and I 
am not ; but he is also a musician, and I hope to be 



"A musidan? Bravo ! It is a fine trade." 

" Perhaps :t is yours too? '* 

" But you were not going to study muac in Pilsen, 
which is, they say, a dreary fortress." 

"Oh, no; I was chaiged with a commissioii for 
that town, and I am going back to Vienna to try to 
cam my living there." 

"Which kind have you taken up, vocal or instru* 
mental music?" 

"Both, so £ff. I have a good enough voi^; and 
see, I have a poor litUe vioUn here on which I make i1 
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mysdf understood. But my ambitum is great, and ] 
mh to go further than all thaL" 

'' Compose, perhaps? *' 

^ Exactly. I cannot get this wretched compositioi 
out of my head. And I will show you that I have \ 
good travelling companion in my sack; it is a bi( 
book that I have cut up, that I may carry sonu 
pieces when I go about the country; and when ] 
am tired of walking I sit down in a comer and stud; 
aHttle.^ 

"That is a good idea. I will wager that it i 
Fuchs' ' Gradus ad Famassum.' " 

" F^recisefy. Ah ! I see that you know all about it 
and I am sure now that you too are a musician 
Just now while you were asleep I was looking at you 
and I said to myself 'That is not a German face, it t 
Southern, perhaps Italian, and what is more, it is ai 
artist's £3u:e ' I Therefore you gave me a great deal o 
pleasure ^en you asked for my bread; and I se< 
now that you have a foreign accent, though you spea] 
German as wen as possible.** 

** You might be mistaken. Your face is not Ger 
man either; you have the complexion of an Italian 
and yet** — 

"Oh, you are very polite, miss ! I have the com 
plexion of an Afirican, and my comrades in St 
Stephen's choir used to call me the Moor. But Xi 
return to what I was saying; when I found you there 
sleeping alone in the woodsy I was a little astonished 
And then I made a thousand suppositions about you 
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perhaps my gooS star has broaght me here, I thought, 
to meet a kind sool who may help me. At last — 
shall I ten yoa everything ?** 

**Tcll me everything without fear.** 

'^Seeing you too well dressed and with too' white a 
hct for a poor wanderer on the highways, and yet with 
a bundle, I fancied that you might be some perKXi 
attached to another person, a stranger and an artist, — ' 
oh, a great artist, she is, whom I am trying to sec^ 
and whose protection would be my joy and my salva- 
tion ! Come, miss, confess the truth 1 You are fioip 
some castle near by, and are on an errand in the 
neighborhood? And you certunly know — oh, yes^ 
you must know the Castle of the Giants.** ' / > 

** Reisenburg? You were gmng to. Reisenburg? ** ' 

''I am tr]ring to go there, at any rate; but I have 
become so completely lost in thb accursed wood in 
spite of the directions they gave me at Klatan, diat I 
do not know if I shall get out of it. HappQy, yod 
know Reisenburg, aikl you will have the goodness to 
tell me if I am still £ur from it.** 

** But what are you going to do at Reisenburg ? ** 

''lamgoingtoseePorporina;** . . : 
• •'Indeed!'*.- .. '--^ ■.•■;:•*•• • .■:••• '• ■ . ^ -i - ' 

And Consuelo, fearing to betray herself befove a 
traveller who might speak of her at the Castk of the 
Giants, asked with an indifferent air,— 

•* And who is thb Porporina, if you please?*' . 

''You do not know? Alasl I see that you axe an 
entire stranger in this vicinity. But since yon are a 
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muadan and know the name of Fbcli% yoo most 
undoabtedly know that of Porponu** 

^ And do you know Fbrpora?** 

^Not yet, and it is because I wish to know him 
that I am-seeking to obtain the protection of Us 
Cunoos and bek>ved pupil, Signoim Poiporina.** 

^Tell me how this idea came to you. I may, per- 
haps, tiy also to go to this castle aiul see this P(»po- 
nna. 

^ I win ten yon my whole history. I am, as I toU 
yoo, the son of an honest cartwrig^t, and a native of 
a little town on the borders of Austria and Hungary. 
My fiuher is the sacristan and organist of his village ; 
my mother, who was cook to the lord of our manor, 
has a fine voice, and my £uher,to rest after his labors, 
used to accompany her in the evening on die harp. 
I came natundly by a taste for munc, dierefore, and I 
reconect that my greatest pleasure, when I was a very 
HtUe child, was to take my share in our famSy con> 
/'' certs with a piece of wood on iriiich I sawed with the 

end of a lath, imagining that I held a violin and bow 
in my hands^ and drew magiiificent mu^c from them. 
Oh, yes ! it stfll seems to me that my dear sticks were 
not mute, and that a divine voice, which the others 
could not hear, arose about me and intoxicated me 
with the most heavenly melodies. . 

« Our cousin Franck, the schoolmaster at Haim- 
burg, came to see us one day wheti I was playing on 
my imaginary idolin, and was amused at tJie spedes 
of ecstasy in iriiich I .was plunged* He asserted 
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that it presaged a prodigious talent, and took me to 
Hamburg, where for three years he gave me a very 
severe musical education, I assure you ! What fine 
organ-points, with triHs and fioriture, he performed on 
my fingers and my ears with his baton ! Still, I did 
not rebel. I learned to read and write ; I had a real 
violin, the elementary use of which I learned, as weD 
as the first principles of singing, and those of the 
Latin language. I made as rapid progress as was 
possible with so impatient a master as my cousin 
Franck* 

<<Iwas about ei^t years old when chance — orrather 
Providence, in which I have always believed, like a 
good Christian — brought to my cousin's house Herr 
Reutter, the chapel-master of the Vienna cathedraL 
They showed me to him as a little marvel, and when 
I had easily read a piece at sight, he took a friendship 
for me, brought me to Vienna and got me a position 
at St. Stephen's as chorister. 

<' We only had two hours of woik diere a day, and 
the rest of the time, left to ourselves, we could wander 
at liberty. But the pasaon for music smothered in 
me all taste for dissipation and the laziness of child- 
hood. If I was playing on the square with my com- 
rades and heard the organ, I would leave everything 
to go back to the church and regale myself with the 
singing and the harmony. I would forget myself at 
night in the streets under window^f from which -came 
the broken strains of a concert, or even the sound of 
an agreeable voice; I was curious, I was eager, to 
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know and to understand everything which struck upon 

myear. At thirteen, without knowing any of the n^ 

I ventured to write a mass, which I showed to my 

master Reutter. He laughed at me, and advised me 

to learn before creating. It was easy to say* I had 

no means to pay a master, and my parents were too 

poor to send me the money necessary for both my 

support and my education. At last 1 received from 

them one day six florins, with which I bought the 

book that you see, and that of Mattheson; I began to 

i • study them with ardor, and took an extreme pleasure 

u in it My voice was improving, and pa^ed for the 

' best in the choir. Amid the doubts and uncertainties 

of ignorance which I was endeavoring to dissipate, I 

felt my brain developing, and ideas unfolding in me ; 

but I was approaching with fright the fatal age when, 

according to the rules of the chapel, I must leave die 

choir; and seeing myself without resources, without 

protection and without masters, I asked myself 

whether these eight years of labor at the cathedral 

were not to be my last studies, and whether I should 

not have to return to my parents and learn to be a 

cartwright To add to my sorrow, I saw clearly that 

Master Reutter, instead of taking an Interest in me, 

now treated me only with harshness, and endeavored 

to hasten the fatal hour of my dlsmissaL I do not 

know the causes of thb antipathy, which I have done 

nothing to deserve. Some of my comrades had the 

I folly to tell me that he was jealous of me, because he 

found in my attempts at compodtion a revelation of 
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musical genius^ and that he was accostomed to hate 
and discourage the boys in whom he saw a power 
greater than his own. I am fiir from accepting this 
flattering explanati<m of my disgrace, but I tlunk that 
I did comimt a fault in showing him my attempts. 
He took me Cnr a brainless upstart, an impertinent 
and presumptuous feDow.** 

'^And besides,^* said Consuelo^ interrupting the. 
narrator, ''old preceptcxs do not like pajnls who seem, 
to understand (aster than they teach. But tell me 
your name, my child.** . , - 

*« I am called Josei>h.'* 

''Joseph what?** 

"Joseph Haydn.** 

" I wish to recollect this name^ that I may know, 
some day^ if you ever become anything, how to ac- 
count for your master's arerrion and for the interest 
which your story arouses in me. Go on with it, I 
beg of you.** 

Wliile Joseph Haydn went on with Us story, as 
follows, Consuek)^ struck by the resemblance of their 
£ites as poor children and artists^ looked attentively 
at the face of the choir-boy. This thin and bilious 
countenance took on a singular animation in narratioo. 
Hb blue eyes sparkled with a devemess at once mis- 
chievous zsA good humored, and eveiything in his 
actions or words bespoke more than ordinary intdfi-. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

'< Whatever were the causes of Reatter's antipathy, 
he displayed it to me very harshly, and for a very 
trifling £iult I had a pair of new scissors, and, like 
a real schoolboy, I kept trying them on everything 
which came under my hand. One of my comrades 
had his back to me, and his long queue, of which he 
was very proud, was always wiping out the characters 
which I marked with chalk on my date. I had 
a sudden, fatal idea I It was die work of a moment. 
Snap ! There were my scissors open ; there was the 
queue on the floor. The master was watching all my 
motions with his vulture's eye. Before my {(oor 
comrade had perceived the pdnful loss he had suf- 
fered, I was already reprimanded, charged with in- 
( £imy and dismissed without further process. 

** I went out of the school in the month of Novem- 
, ber of last year at seven o'clock in the eviening, and 

found myself on the square with no money and no 
other dothes than the poor garments which I wore. 
I £wcied, seeing myself scolded and driven away so 
angrily and with such disgrace, that I had committed 
a dreadful crime. I began to cry with all my heart 
for this lock of hair and this knot of ribbon which 
had fallen beneath my fatal scissors. My comrade, 
whose head I had thus dishonored, passed by me. 
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weeping also. Never had so many tears been shed, 
never had such regrets and remorse been fell finr a 
Prussian queue. I wished to go and throw myself in 
his arms, at his feet i I did not dare, and I hid my 
shame in the darkness. Perhaps the poor boy was 
crying for my disgrace more than for his hair. 

<< I passed the night on the stones^ and as I was 
sighing the next morning, thinking of the necessity and 
the impossibility of breakfaisdng, KeDer^ die barber 
of St Stephen's school, came up to me. He had just 
been dressing Master Reutter's hair; and the latter, still 
furious at me, had talked of nothing but the terrible 
adventure of the severed queue. Consequently, the 
facetious Keller, when he saw my sorry mien, burst 
into a great laugh, and heaped sarcasms npon me. 
< Hillo ! ' he said as soon as he saw me, ' here is the 
scourge of barbers, the enemy in general and in par- 
ticular of all those who, like me, make a profession of • 
preserving the beauty of die hair. Here, my little 
executioner of queues, my good ravager of locks ! 
Come here, and let me cut off your fine Uack hair, to 
replace all the queues which shall fidl beneadi your 
blows!' I was in despair and fiuious. Ihidmyfiice 
in my hands, and, thinking that I had incurred the 
anger of the public, I was about to nm away, when 
the good Keller stopped me. 'Where are you gcnng, 
you unfortunate little wretch?* he said, in a kinder 
voice. < What win become of you without br^ or 
friends or dothes, and with such a crime on your 
conscience? Come, I will have pty on you, eq)e- 
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dally because of yoar fine vdce, which I have often 
taken such pleasure in hearing at the.cathedral ; come 
home with me. I have only one room on die fifth 
floor for myself^ my wife and my. children. It is still 
more than we need, for the garret which I hire on die 
floor above is not occupied* You can get along there, 
and you can take your meals with us until you have 
found work, but only on condition that you respect 
my customers* hair, and do not try your scissors on 
my wigt.V' 

''I went with my generous Keller, my saviour, my 
father ! Besides food and lodging, he had the good-^ 
ness, poor tradesman as he was, to lend me a little 
money, so that I could continue my studies. I hired 
a poor, worm-eaten clavichord, and alone in my gar- 
ret with my Fuchs and my Mattheson, I gave m^elf 
up unconstrainedly to my pasdon for compositi<HL 
\ Snce that moment I may consider myself the protege 

1^ of Ptovidence. The first, six sonatas of Emmanuel 

Bach have been my delight all thb winter, and I think 
that I have understood fhem perfectly.! At the same 
time heaven, as a reward for. my zeal and persever- 
ance, permitted me to find ^ little work, by which I 
could live and pay my debt to my dear host I have, 
played, the oigan. eveiy Sunday in Count Haugwitz's. 
chapel, after having played first violin in the monung 
at the' church of the Fathers of Mercy. Besides, I 
have found two protectors. One is an abbe who 
writes a great deal of Italian poetry, — very fine, theyj 
say, — and 'vdio is hij^ in favor with Her Majesty the. 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



CONSUELO. 



Si 



Empress-QueeiL Hb name is Metastaao; and at 
he lives in the same house with KeUer and me, I give 
lessons to a young person whom they call his niece. 
My other protector is my lord the Ambassador of, 
Vemce." 

'< n Signor Comer? ** asked Consuelo quickly. 
, •'Ah, you know him?" replied Haydn;. «*it was 
the Abbe Metastasio who introduced me to that house. 
My litde talents gave pleasure there, and his ex* 
cellency promised to have me take lessons from 
Maestro Porpora, who is now at die baths of Manens- 
dorf with Madam Wilhelmina, his excellency's wife 
or mistress. This promise filled me with joy. To 
become the pupil of so great a master, the first nng- 
ing teacher in the world ! . To learn compontion, and 
the pure and correct principles of Itdian art! I 
thought myself saved; I was thanldng my stars; I 
was already beginning to imagine myself a great mas- 
ter myselt But, alas! in spite of his excellency's 
good intentions, he could not fulfil his promise as 
easily as I expected ; and if I do not find a. better 
recommendation to Porpora, I fear that I may never 
approach his person. They say that this illustrious 
master has a strange character; and that he is not 
more attentive, generous and devoted to certsun pupfls 
than he is capricious and cruel to others. It seems 
that Master Reutter b nothing compared with Porpon^ 
and I tremble at the bare idea of seeing him. -StiO, 
although he began by an abrupt refiisal of the ambas- 
sador's proportions concerning me, and said that he 
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would never have any more pupils, as I know that 
Monsignor Comer will insist^ I still hope, and have 
resolved to submit patiently to the most cruel morti-' 
fications, if he will only teach me something n^e he 
scolds me.** ' 

^You have formed a wholesome resolutioD,** said 
Consuelo. ''They have not exaggerated the rough 
manners and the terrible aspect of this great master4 
But you are right to hope ; for if you have patience, 
blind submission and the real musical aptitude which 
I feel that you possess; if yon do not loie your head 
at die first outbursts^ and succeed in showing him 
intelligence and quick judgment, after two or three 
lessons I promise that you will find him the most 
gentle and conscientious of masters. And perhaps, 
if your heart corresponds to your mind, as I believe, 
Porpora may even become a substantial Mend to you, 
a just and beneficent fiuher.** ' 

''Oh, you fill me with joy i I see that you know 
him, and you must also know his fitmous pupil, the 
new Countess of Rudolstadt, Forporuuu** 

"But where did you hear of thb Forporina, and 
what do you expect ftom her?** 

" I expect a letter firom her to Porpora, and her- 
active protection with him when she comes to Vienna ; 
for no doubt she will go there after her marriage with 
the rich lord of Reisenburg.** • J ^ ' 

" How do you know about this marriage?** 

"By the greatest chance in die. workL I must tell 
you that last month my friend Keller learned that a 
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relative in PQsen had died, leaving him a litde prop- 
erty. Keller had neither the time nor the means to 
maJ^e the joamey, and did not dare to venture on it, 
for fear that the inheritance would not be worth the 
price of his trip and his lost time. I had just 
received some mcmey for my work. I offered to 
make the journey, and to take his interests in hand. 
So I have been to Pilsen, and in the week I spent 
there I had the satisfaction of seeing Keller's inheri- 
tance made over to him. It is no great matter, no 
doubt, but for him it is not to be despised, and I am 
taking back to him the deeds of a little property 
which he can seD or rent as he thinks best On my 
way back from Pilsen, I came last evening to a place 
called Klatau, where I spent the night There had 
been a market during the day, and the inn was foil 
of people. Eating at a table near which I was seated 
was a large man whom they called Dr. Wetzelius, and 
who is certainly the greatest glutton and the greatest 
gabbler I ever saw. <Do you know the news?' he 
said to his neighbors. ' Count Albert of Rudolstadt, 
he who is mad, arch-mad, almost raving, is going to 
marry his cousin's music teacher, an adventuress, a 
beggar, who has been an actress in Italy, they say, 
and who got herself carried off by the old musician 
Porpora, who became di^;usted with her, and sent 
her to Reisenburg for her ccmfinement They have 
kept the matter very secret, and at first, as thej could 
not understand the illness and the convulsions of the 
young person, whom they thought very virtuous, they 
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sent for me, as if for a putrid and malignant fever. 
But I had hardly felt the patient's pulse when Count. 
Albert, who no doubt knows all about her virtue, 
drove me away, throwing himself upon me like a mad- 
man, and would not suffer me to reenter the room. 
Everything went off very secredy. I believe the old 
canoness acted as midwife ; the poor lady never had 
such a time. The child has disappeared. . But the 
admirable part of it is, that the young count, who, as 
you all know, does not realize the lapse of time, and 
takes months for years, imagines that he is the father 
of the chikl, and spoke so energetically to his fiunily 
that, rather than see him relapse into his attacks of 
raving, they have consented to this fine marriage.' ** 

** Oh, it is horrible, it is in£unous I " cried Consuelo, 
beside herselfl ^ It is a tissue of abominable calumnies 
and revolting absurdities I" 

** Do not suppose that I believed it for an instant," 
returned Joseph Haydn; ^the old doctor's £ice was 
as stupid as it was malignant, and before diey contra- 
dicted him I was sure that he was telling falsehoods 
and absurdities. But he had hardly fimshed his stoiy 
when five or six young gendemen about him took the 
young person's part, and in this way I learned the 
truth. They vied with each other in praising the beauty, 
grace, modesty, intelligence and incomparaUe talent 
of Porporina. They all approved Count Albert's 
love for her, envied him his happiness and admired 
the old count for consenting to this alliance. Dr. 
.Wetzelius was called a dotard and a madman, and 
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while they were speaking of Maestro Porpora^s great 
esteem for a pupil to whom he was willing to give his 
name, I took it into my head to go to Reisenbmg, to 
throw myself at the feet of the future or perhaps the l| j 

new countess (for they said that the marriage had iij 

already been celebrated, but that they were keeping ^^1 

it secret not to offend the court) and to tell her my ,\^ 

story, that I may obtain from her the iavor of becom- ' | 

ing the pupfl of her illustrious master.** 

Consuelo remained pensve for some moments. 
Joseph's last words concerning the court had struck 
her. But quickly recovering herself she said to him, — 

^ Do not go to Reisenburg, my child. You wiD not 
find Porporina there. She b not married to the Count 
of Rudolstadt, and nothing is less certain than that 
marriage. It has been spoken o( it is true, and I 
believe that the betrothed are worthy of each other; 
but Porporina, although she had a firm friendship, a 
profound esteem and an unbounded respect for Count 
Albert, did not think that she ought to decide lighdy 
upon so serious a thing. She has weighed on one ride 
the wrong which she will do this illustrious Eunily by 
causing them to lose the fiivor and i>eriiaps the pro- 
tection of the Empress, as well as the esteem of other 

lords and the consideration of the whole neighbor- 14 1 

hood; on the other hand, the harm which she wouUl ,11/^ 

do to heiself by renouncing the practice of the divine [ l 

art which she studied with pasrion and embraced with 1 1 

courage. She said to herself that the sacrifice was t'' 

great cm both rides, and that before plunging into it 
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86 CONSUELO. 

blindly she ought to consult Porpora, and give the 
young count time to know whether his love was proof 
against absence. She has therefore set out for Vienna 
suddenly, on foot, without a guide and almost with- 
out money, but with the hope of restoring peace and 
reason to him who loves her, and carrjring away, in- 
stead of an the riches which were offered her, only 
the testimony of her conscience and her pride in her 
profession as an artist*' 

^Oh, she n a true artist, indeed I She has a strong 
head and a noble heart if she has done this ! " cried 
Joseph, fixing hb brilliant eyes upon her; <<and if I 
am not mistaken, it is to her that I am speaking, it is 
before her that I kneeL** 

**\\ is she who gives you her hand and offers yon 
her friendship, her advice and her support with Por- 
pora, for ^ shall travel together, I see ; and if God 
protects us, as he has protected us both until now, 
as he protects all who trust only in him, we shall 
soon be in Vienna, and taking lessons from the same 

^God be praised r* cried Haydn, weeping with 
joy; ''I guessed truly when I saw you asleep that 
there was something supernatural about you, and that 
my Ufe and my future were in your hands.^ 
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CHAFFER VIII. 

When the two young people had become better 
acquainted bjr reviewing their situation in a friendly 
conversation, they b^an to consider the ^ecantions 
and arrangements necessary for their return to Vienna. 
Their first step was to draw out their purses and to 
count their money. Consuelo was the richer of the 
two, but their funds, united, would only supply them 
with what was needful to make the journey on foot 
agreeably, without suffering from hunger or deeping 
out of doors. It was useless to think of anything 
else, and Consuelo had already accepted the situation. 
Nevertheless, in spite of the philosophic gayety which 
she showed in regard to it, Joseph appeared anxious 
and thoughtfiiL 

<<\Vhat is the matter?" she said. ** Perhaps you 
are afraid my company may embarrass, you, but I 
will wager that I can walk better than yoo.** 

"You ought to do everything better than !,•• he 
replied ; ** that is not what troubles me. But I am 
grieved and frightened when I think that yoa are 
young and handsome, and that every one will k>ok 
at you covetously, while I am so small and weak diat, 
although I am resohred to be killed for you,-! may 
not have strength to defend you.** 

" What are you thinking o^ my poor boy? Even 
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A if I were handsome enough to attiact attention, I 

think that a woman who respects herself can always 
< win respect by her face." 

j; <' Whether yon are ugly or handsome, young or 

; old, bold or modest, you are not safe on these high* 

ways, covered with soldiers and scoundrels of every 
'■ sort Since the making of peace, the roads have 

• { been covered with troops returning to their garrisons^ 

^; and above all, by those volunteer adventurers who, 

finding themselves discharged, and not knowing 
' ! where to seek fortune, have taken to robbing travel- 

lers, putting neighborhoods to ransom and treating 
\\, provinces like conquered countries. Our poverty 

makes us safe from them in that respect, but the 

mere fact that jrou are a woman would be enough to 

arouse their brutality. I am thinking seriously of 

' changing our route, and instead of going by Piseck 

!' and Budweiss, which are fortified towns, offering a 

continual occasion for the passage of dischaiged 
i troops and others who are not much better, we 

would do wisely to go down the course of the 

, Moldau, following the mountain gorges, which are 

almost deserted, and where the cupidity and the 

\ brigandage of these gentlemen can find nothing to 

excite them. We will follow the river to Riechenan, 
and enter Austria at once at Freistadt. When once 
we are in the empire, we shall be protected by a 
police less powerless than that of Bohemia.** 
' ''Then you know that road ?^* 

'^ I do not even know whether there is one ; biit I 
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have a little map in my pocket, and I had an idea, 
when I left Pllsen, of trying to come back throngh 
the mountdns for the sake of change, and to tee the 
countfy.** * 

''Very good; your idea seems to me a wise one,** 
said Consuelo, looking at the map which Joseph had 
opened. ** There are foot-paths everywhere, and 
cottages to give refuge to sober people with little 
money. Yes, I see a cluun of mountains there which 
leads ns to the source of the Moldau, and continues 
along the course of the rivet.'* 

''It is the greater BoehmerwaM,' whose highest 
summits are there, and serve as a frontier between 
Bavaria and Bohemia. We can easily get there by 
remaining contmually on these heights ; they show us 
that to right and left are the valleys which descend 
to the two provinces. And since, thankHeaven 1 1 am 
no longer in search of that undiscoverable Castle of 
the Giants, I am sure to guide you aright, and not 
make you travel further than need be.** 

" Come on, then,** said Consuelo. ** I fed quite 
rested. Sleep and your good bread have restored my 
strength, and I can easily go ten miles further to-day. 
Besides, I am anxious to get away from this neighbor* 
hood, where I am always in fear of meeting some 
fiu:e that I know.** . 

"Wait a moment,** said Joseph; ^ a strange idea is 
running in my head.** — • 

"Whatisit?** 

** If you had no objections to dresdng like a man^ 
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your incognito would be safe, and yoa would escape all 
the evil suppositions which joa would incur at our 
deeping-places concerning a young girl travelling 
alone with a boy."* 

''The idea is not a bad one, but you foiget that 
we are not rich enough to make purchases. Besides^ 
where could I find clothes which would fit me? 

'' Listen ; I should not have had this idea if I had 
not felt that I was supplied with everything necessaxy 
to put it into execution. We are of absolutely the 
same size, which is more of a credit to you than to 
me, and I have in my knapsack a foil suit, entirely 
new, which will disguise you perfectly. Here is the 
story of this suit; it is a present from my good mother, 
who, thinking that it would be a very useful gift, and 
wishing to be assured that I was fittingly dressed to 
appear at the embas^ and give lessons to young 
ladies^ took it into her head to have made for me in 
her village a most elegant costume in our country 
fitthion. The costume is certainly picturesque, and 
the stuff carefoUy chosen; you will see that But 
imagine the effect which I should have produced at 
the embassy, and the intense amusement of Metas- 
tasio's niece, if I had appeared in this rustic jacket 
and these large, baggy trousers! I thanked my 
poor mother for her good intentions, and resolved 
to sen the suit quietly to some countryman or some 
strolling actor. That is why I brought it with me ; 
but fortunately I have had no opportunity to get 
rid of it The people in this country, say that it 
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b out of fiishion, and ask whether it is Pblish or 
Turkish." 

''Very well, the opportunity is found,** cried Qm- 
suelo laughing. ** Your idea is excellent, and the trar* 
elling actress is quite satisfied with your l^irkish coat, 
which somewhat resembles a petticoat I will buy it, 
on credit, of course, and on condition that yon will be 
cashier of our finances, and advance me the cost ol 
our journey to Vienna.** 

** We win see about that,** said Joseph, putting the 
purse in his pocket, and resolving not to be repaid. 
<' Now it remains to be seen whether the coat fits yon. 
I will go offinto the woods, while you go in among 
those rocks. They will afford you more than one safe 
and spadous dressing-room.** 

'' Go and appear upon the stage,** said Consudo^ 
pointing to the forest ; ** I will go behind the scenes.** 

Then, going in among the rocks^ while her re- 
spectful companion went ofTconsdentiously, she b^;an 
her transformation at once. The fountain served her 
for a mirror when she came out of her retreat, and it 
was not without a certun pleasure that she saw In it 
the prettiest little peasant boy that the Slav race ever 
produced. Her figure, slender and flexible as a reed, 
was girt with a broad red woollen sash, and her 1^ 
slight as a fawn*8, appeared modestly a little above 
the ankle below the luge folds of her trouseit. Her 
black hair, on wluch she would never put pow3er, 
had been cut during her illness, and cuiled naturally 
around her face. She ran her fingers through it, to 
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f , give it the rustic negligence which suited a yoong 

shepherd, and wearing her costume with the ease of 
an actress, knowing, thanks to her dramatic talents, 
how to give an expression of bucolic amplicity to her 
face, she saw herself so well disguised that courage 
and a feeling of security came to her at once. As 
happens to actors when they have put cm their cos- 
tumes, she felt herself in her rde, and even identified 
herself so completely with the part which she was to 
play that she felt the indifference, the pleasure- in 
innocent wandering, the gayety, the strength and the 
physical lightness of a boy playing truant 

She had to whisde three times before she could re- 
call Haydn, who had gone &rther into the woods 
than was necessary, either to show her his respect or 
to escape the temptation of turning his eyes towards 
the openings in the rocks. He uttered a cry of sur- 
prise and admiration when he saw her, and although 
he expected to find her well jdisgmsed, he even had 
some difficulty at first in believing his eyes. Consudo 
looked infinitely more handsome for this transforma- 
, tion, and at the same time it gave her a wholly differ- 

ent aspect in the young muadan's imagination. 

The sort of pleasure which a woman's beauty pro- 
duces on a youth is always mingled with fright ; and 
the clothing which makes of her, even in the eyes of 
the least chaste, so veiled and mysterious a being, has 
much to do with this feeling of embarrassment and 
discomfort Joseph was a pure creature, and in spite 
of what some biograpMes say of him, a chaste and 
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timid young man. He had been dazzled when he 
saw Consuelo, lit by the rays of the sun, lying beside 
the springy motionless as a beautiful statue. As he 
spoke and listened to her, he had felt his heart 
stirred by emotions hitherto unknown, which he had 
attributed only to enthuaasm and the joy of such a. 
happy meeting. But in the quarter of an hour which 
he had passed away from her in the wood, during her 
mysterious toilet, he had feh violent palpitations. 
His first emotion had returned, and he came back to 
her resolved to hide the trouble in his heart beneath 
an air of indifference and playfulness. 

The change of costume, so successful that it 
seemed to be a real change of sex, suddenly altered 
the disposition of the young man's mind alsa He no 
longer felt, apparently, anything more than tiie frmp 
temal cordiality of a lively friendship improvised be- 
tween him and this agreeable travelling compamon. 
The same eagerness to wander and see new countries, 
the same security as r^;arded the dangers of the road, 
the same sympsithetic gayety which animated Con- 
suelo, took possession of him also, and they set out 
through woods and meadows, as light as two Urds of 
passage. 

However, after a few steps he forgot that Omsuelo 
was a boy, seeing her bearing upon her shoulder at 
the end of a stick her littie bundle of ck>thes, en- 
larged by the addition of the woman's garments which 
she had just taken off! A discusaon arose between 
them on this subject. Consuelo insisted that wiUi his 
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knapsacky his violin, and his ''Giados ad Farnassum,** 
Joseph was alieady loaded quite heavily enough. 
Haydn, on the other hand, vowed that he would put 
the whole of Consuelo's bundle in his sack, and that 
she should cany nothing. She was oUiged to {^ve 
way, but for the sake of appearances and to preserve 
a seeming equality between them, he consented to 
allow her to carry his violin, dung over her shoulder. 

''You know," said Consuelo, to persuade him to 
this concession, ''that I must have the look of your 
servant, or at least of your guide. For I am a peas- 
ant, there is no question of that, and you are a city 
lad.- 

" A fine one ! '* replied Haydn laughing. " I have 
something the look of Keller's apprentice.'' 

As he said this, the good fellow felt a little ashamed 
at not being able to appear before Consuelo in a better- 
dress than these garments^ fiuled by the sun and worn 
by travd. 

" No," said Consuelo, to console him for this little 
mortification, "you look like a ruined gentleman re- 
turning to his Cither's house with his gardener, the 
companion of his escapades." 

" I think we had better assume parts appropriate to 
our situation," replied Joseph. "We can only pass 
for what we are (what you are for the moment, at 
least) ; that is, poor travelling artists; and as it is the 
custom of the trade to dress as one can, with what (me 
finds, and according to the money one has, and as 
troubadours like us are often seen wearing the cast-off 
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wen, what will yoa cbiisten jounelf? •• ' 
9m. It wiO be an Italian name, and a ioit 
utiveof Albert's,** 
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dotfaes of a marqab or a soldier, there is no reason 
why I should not have the threadbare garments of a 
professor, or yon the costome of a Hungarian villager, 
which is unfamiliar here. If we are questioned, we ) | f 

would even do weD to say that we have made a trip \\\ 

in that direction. I can speak expro/essa of the eel- • . |^ 

ebrated village of Rohran, of which nobody knows, 
and of the superb town of Haimbuig, for which no* 
body cares. As for you, since your pretty accent will 

always betray you, you had better admit that you are )\'\ 

an Italian and a singer by professioQ.** 1 1 1 

^'Bythe way, we must have names for our cam- wA^ 

paign ; I have found yours already. In accordance 
with my Italian customs I must call you Beppo^ which 
is the abbreviation of Joseph." 

** Call me what you like. I shall have the advan- 
tage of bdng as little known under one name as 
another. With you it is different. You absolutely 
must have a name ; what wiO you choose? ** 
''Any Italian abbreviation, NeOo, Maso, Renzo^ 

Oh, not that ! ** she said, after allowing the 

ibbreviation of Anzoleto's name to escape her 

e of habit 

not that?*' asked Haydn, who noticed the 

r her exdamaticii. 

mid bring me bad hick. They say that there 
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96 CONSUEIXk 

''IlSgiiorBertoiiil That sounds well,'* said Joseph, 
forcing himself to smile. 

Bat this thought of Consado for her noUe betrothed 
plunged a dagger into his heart. He looked at her 
wallung light and graceful before him, and said to 
console himself ** By the way, I forgot that he was a 
bqjr.- 
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CHAPTER K. 

They soon reached the edge of the wood, ana set 
out towards the south-east. Consuelo was walking 
bareheaded, but Joseph, though he saw the sun burn- 
ing her white and smooth skin, did not dare to express 
his annoyance. His own hat was not new, so that he 
could not offer it to her, and feeling that his anxie^ 
was useless, he did not wish to express it, but put his 
hat under his arm with an abrupt motion which his 
companion observed. 

''That is a singular idea,*" she said to him. ''You 
seem to find the weather cloudy and die plain shady. 
It reminds me that I have nothing on my head ; but 
as I have not always been surrounded by luxuries, I 
know several ways of protecting it** . . 

As she said this, she tore from a bush a branch ol 
wild vine, and, rolling it up, made herself a hat ol 
leaves. 

''Now she looks like a Muse," thought Joseph, 
" and the boy disappears again.** As they went 
through a village, he saw one of those shops where 
everything is sold, and hurrying into it before she 
could suspect his design, he came out with a litde 
straw hat with a broad brim, turned up over the ear^ 
such as are worn by the peasanu in the Danube 
villages. 
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** If yoa begin by indulging in hixories^" she said, 
u V I,, • trying on this new head-dress, '' remember that we 

I m:^ j may want bread towards the end of oar journey.'* 

1 \ <'Yoa want bread 1" said Joseph quickly; ^I would 

rather hold out my hand to travellerSi cut capers on 
the public squares for pennies^ do anything I Oh, 
no 1 you will not want with me 1 " Then, seeing that 
Consudo was a little astonished at his enthusiasm, he 
added, endeavoring to deprecate his good impulse, 
** Remember, Signor Bertoni, that my future depends 
upon you, that my fortune is in your hands, and that 
it is to my interest to bring you back to Maestro 
Porpora ss^ and sound.'' 

The idea that her companion might suddenly M 
in love with her did not occur to Consuelo. Chaste 
and simple women rarely have these suspicions, which 
coquettes, on the contrary, feel upon all occaaons, 
perhaps because of their efforts to produce the cause. 
Bendes^ it b rarely that a veiy young woman does not 
regard a man of her own age as a child. Consuelo 
was two years older than Haydn, who was so small and 
weakly that one would have scarcely thought him fif- 
I / teen. She knew that he was older, but she could 

hardly think that his imagination and his senses were 
already awakened by love. Nevertheless, she noticed 
an extraordinary emotion in him when, having paused 
to admire one of the fine views which occunred at 
eveiy step in these lofty regions, she surprised Joseph 
I p \ looking at her with a sort of ecstasy. 

/!j' I ''What is the matter, friend Beppo?" she said 
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naively. ^It seems to roe that 70a are becoming 
thoughtful, and I cannot get rid of the idea that my 
company embanasses yoo.** 

'^ Do not say that ! " he cried sorrowfully ; '* that 
is to be lacking in esteem for me, to refuse me your 
confidence and friendship, which I would buy with 
my life.** 

'« In that case do not be sad, unless you have some 
other cause for sorrow which you have not confided 
tome.** 

Joseph fen into a mournful silence, and they walked 
for a long whfle without his having courage to break 
it. The longer this silence grew, the more the young 
man became embarrassed by it ; he was afraid that 
she would guess his feelings. But he could think of 
nothing fitting to say to revive the conversation. At 
last, making a great effort, he said, — 

«« Do you know what I have been thinking of very 
seriously?" 

*'No, I cannot guess,'* replied Consuelo, who 
during all this time had been taken up with her 
own thoughts, and had found nothing strange in this 
silence. 

^ I was thinking as we came along that, if it did 
not bore you, you ought to teach me Italian. I b^;an 
it with books last winter, but having no one to show 
me the pronunciation, I dare not q>eak a sin^e woid 
before you. However, I understand what I read, and 
if you were good enough during our journey to make 
me shake off my false shame, and to correct roe at 
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eveiy syllabie, it teems to me that m j ear is mnsical 

f ;^' I enough for jroor labor not to be lost** . 

%\ ''Oh.with an mj heart!** replied Consoelo. <<I 

think that people should not lose one of the precious 
instants of life which might be employed in learning; 
and as one learns one's self in teadiing^it can onljbe 
good for us both to practise the proper pronunciation 

i^l of the most musical of languages. You think me an 

Italian, and yet I am not, although I have very little 
accent in that language. But I only pronounce it 
really well in singing ; and when I wish to make yon 
grasp the harmony of Italian soundsp I will sing the 
words which you find difiScult. I am convinced that 
people pronounce badly only because they hear badly. 
If your ear perceives the distinctions completely, it will 
only be a matter of memory kn you to repeat them.** 
** Then it will be a lesson in Italian and in singing 
at the same time!** cried Joseph. ''And a lesson 
which win last fifty leagues^** he thought with deU^^t 
''Ah, long Uve art, the least dangerous and ungrate- 
1 ' fiilof ankivesJ** 

The lesson began at once, and Consuelo, who at 
first had some trouble not to laugh at every word 
which Joseph spoke in Italian, was soon astonished at 

;jj| \ the ease and accuracy with which he corrected him- 

sel£ Nevertheless^ the young musician^ who was 

X\)} eager to hear Consuelo's voice, and found that the 

occasion for it did not come quickly enough, created 
it by a Httle stratagem. He pretended to be em- 
barrassed in giving the proper breadth and rleamets 
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to the Italian '* V' ^^ ^^^ ^ phrase of Leo in which 
the wofd '< felidta" was repeated several times. In- 
' stantly Consuelo, without stopping and without being 
, more out of breath than if she had been seated at her 
clavichord, sang him the phrase several times. At 
this tone, so rich and so penetrating that no other in 
the world could at that time be compared to it» 
Joseph felt a chill run through him, and he rubbed 
his hands together with a convulsive movement and a 
passionate exclamation. 

**Now try it yourself/* said Consuelo, without 
noticing his transport. 
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Haydn tried the phrase, and sang it so well that V C*-^ 

his young professor clapped her hands. / 

'* Capital ! " she said, with a tone of frankness and , \ 
goodness. ^'You learn quickly and have a magnif- \\ 

icent voice.** i 
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^ You may say what you like about that,** replied \ \i 

Joseph, ** but I feel that I can never say anything to L . ] 

you of yoursell** 1)1 

« And why not? ** asked Consudo. \A 

But as she turned towards him, she saw that .he Jn; 

had great tears in his eyes, and that he was still ^x^ 

wringing his hands, making the j<nnts crack like a |4V 

playful child or an enthusiastic man. j[K/ 

••Let us not sing any more,** she said. **Here jj^/ 

are some horsemen coming.** 

"Ah, good heavens! Yes, be sSentl** cried 
Joseph, quite beside himselt *• Do not let them hear 
you I I^ no one but me see or hear you 1 " 
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The rest of th^ daj passed in an alternation of 
serious studies and childish conversation. Amid his 
agitation, Joseph felt an intoxicating joy, and did not 
know whether he was the most trembling of the , 
worshippers of beauty or the happiest of the friends 
of arL By turns a radiant idol and a charming coid- 
radcy Consudo filled his whole life and entranced his 
whole being. Towards evening he perceived that she 
could hardly drag herself along, and that fatigue had 
conquered her playfulness. It is true that for several 
hours, in spite of the frequent halts that they made 
beneath the shade of the road, she had felt quite 
exhausted ; but she wished it to be thus, and if it had 
not been dear that she ought to leave this neighbor- 
hood as quickly as possible, she would still have 
sought in motici and in the dizziness of a some- 
what forced gayety a dbtraction from the sufferings 
of her heart. The first shades of evening, as they 
spread melancholy over the landscape, brought back 
to her the painful feelings which she had been com- 
bating so courageously. She pictured to herself 
the dreary evening which was beginning at the 
Castle of the Giants, and the night, perhaps terri- 
ble, which Albert was* about to pass. Overcome 
by this idea, she stopped involuntarily on the top 
of a bare hOl at the foot of a great wooden cross 
which marked the theatre of some traditional mirade 
or crime. 

** Alas ! you are more fatigued than you are will- 
ing to admit," said Joseph; ^^but our stage is near its 
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end, for I see the lights of a hamlet shining aft the ^s^ 

bottom of this goige. P^ihaps yoo think that I |f]i 

would not have strength to carry you, and yet if yoa - \\ 

wish"— j|(, 

<«My child," she replied smiling, ^yoa are veiy 
proud of your sex. I beg you not to despise mine so 
much, and to believe that I have more strength than \(? I( 

is left you to cany younel£ I am out of breath from 
having climbed this hill, that is all ; and if I am rest- 
ing, it is because I wish to ung." 

«<Thank God!" cried Joseph; <<ttng there, then, 
at the foot of the cross. I will kneel — and yet, 
suppose it tires you more?" 

<« It will not be long," said Consuek)^ ^bot it is a 
fancy that I have to ang here a verse of a hymn 
which my mother used to make me sing with her, 
morning and night, in the countqr, when we found a 
chapel or a cross, planted like this at the meeting of 
four roads." 

Consuelo*s idea was still more romantic than she 
cared to confess. As she thought of Albeit, she 
recollected that almost supernatural izcxAVf which he 
often had of hearing and seeing at a distance. She 
was firmly convinced that at this hour he most be 
thinldng of her, and peihapa seeing her; and bdier- 
ing that she could assuage his sorrow by speakipg to 
him across night and distance in a sympathetic jKmft 
she mounted upon the stones which secured the foot 
of the cross. Then, turning toward that part of the 
horizon behind wluch lay Reisenburg, she poured out 
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her voice in all its strength, singing a Terse of the 
Spanish hymn, — 
( ( J ' •* O Consado de mi alnuu** 

''My God, my God I" said Haydn, speaking to 
himself when she had ended ; ** I had never heard 
any singing; I did not know what dnging was I Can 
there be other human voices like this one? €^ I 
ever hear anjrthing comparable to what has been 
revealed to me to-day? O music ! holy music I how 
you fire me, and how you terrify me 1 *' 

Consuelo got down from the stones where her 
elegant profile had been outHned, Madonna-like, 
against the transparent blue of the night. In her 
turn, inspired in Albert's fashion, she imagined that 
she saw him, across woods and mountains and valleys, 
seated upon the stone of the Schreckenstein, calm, 
reigned and filled with a holy hope, '' He has heard 
me," she thought; ''he has recognized my voice and 
the hymn that he loves. He has understood me, and 
now he will return to the castle, embrace hb £ither 
, and perhaps go peacefully to deep.'* 

I ^f "All is well," she said to Joseph, without noticing 

hb delirium of admiration. 

Then, turning about, she placed a kiss upon the 
rough wood of the cross. It was at that moment, 
\ perhaps, that Albert, by a strange coincidence, felt 

VJ 'I something like an electric shock which unbent the 

'^ springs of his sombre will, and filled the innermost 

depths of his soul with a mysterious, heavenly calm. 
Perhaps it was the exact moment when he fell into a 
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profound and beneficent deep In iduch lib father, 
anxioas, and rising eaxlj, had the happiness of find- 
ing him the next tnonung at daybreak. 

The hamlet, the lights of which they had seen in 
the darkness, was only a large fiirm where th^'were 
/ hospitably received. A family of good hborers was 
eating in the open air before the door, on a table of 
roog^ wood, at wluch room was made for them 
without difficulty as without haste. They asked them 
no questions and hardly Jooked at them. These 
honest fellows, wearied by along and hot day of laboi^ 
were taking their repast in silence, giving themsehres 
up to the placid enjoyment of simple and abundant 
food. Consuelo thoc^ the supper defictoos. Joseph 
fozgot to eat, engaged as he was in looking at Con* 
sudo's pale and noble countenance amid the larger 
tanned fiures of the peasants, gentle and stupid as 
those of the cattle cropping the grass beside them, 
and making hardly more noise with their jaws as they 
ruminated dowly. 

Each one retired silently when he felt satisfied, mak- 
ing a sign of the cross, and went ofi* to sleep, leaving 
the more robust to prolong the pleasures of the table 
as tong as they saw fit The women who had been 
serving them sat down in their places, as soon as they 
had aU risen, and began to sup with the children. 
More animated and more curious^ they kept and 
questioned the two young travellen. Joseidi assumed 
the task of narrating the stories iHiich he had pie- 
pared to satisfy them, and departed but fitde .fiom 
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the tnith in tubttance by sajing that he and his oom- 
panion were poor wandering mnsidant. 

««What a pity that it is not Sunday 1 "* said one of 
the youngest ; ** yoa could i^y ibrns to dance.** 

They k)oked a great dad at Consndo^ who 
appeared to them a very handsome boy, and who 
affected, to carry oat his role weD, to kx>k at them 
with bold and misdiievoas eyes. She had sig^ied for 
a moment, as she thought of the tranquillity of this 
patriarchal life from which her acthre tod wander- 
ing professkm separated her so widely. But when 
she noticed these poor women standing behind their 
husbands^ serving them with respect md then gayly 
eating what they left, some suckling little mies, otheis 
already slaves by instinct to their young boyi^ caring 
for them before thinking of thdr daughters <n them* 
selves, she saw in these good fiurmers onl/ sutjects of 
hunger and necessity, — the males bound to the 
ground, servants of the plou^^ and the cattle; the 
women bound to the master, that is to say, the man, 
cloistered in the house, servants in perpetuity and 
condemned to ceaseless toil amid the sufferings and 
inconveniences of maternity* On one hand, the owner 
of the land, pressing or extorting from the laborer 
the profits of his arid labor, even to the extent of 
dejMiving him of the necessaries of life; on the other, 
avarice and fear spreading from the master to the 
tenant, and condemning the latter to govern his own 
fiunily and his own life despotically and parsimonl- 
ousfy. Then this apparent sereniQr ^>peared to Coo* 
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saelo onljr as the stape£u:tioii of poverty or the torpor 
of fatigue, and she said to herself that it was better 
to be an artist or a Bohemian than a lord or a peas- 
ant, since to the possession of land, as to that of a 
stalk of wheat, there attaches either unjust tyranny or 
dreary subjection to cupidity. ** Viva la liberti^'* she 
said to Joseph, to whom she was expressing her 
thoughts in Italian, while the women were ndsOy 
washing and putting away the dishes, and a feeble old 
crone was turning her spinning-whed with the regu- 
larity of a machine, 

Joseph was surprised to find some of these peasants 
speaking German after a fashion. He learned from 
them that the head of the family, whom he had seen 
dressed as a peasant, was of noUe birth, and had pos- 
sessed some fortune and education in his youth, but 
that, completely ruined in the War of Succession, he 
had had no other means of bringing up his numerous 
£unily than by attaching himself as fiurmer to a neigh- 
boring abbey. This abbey extorted from him* horri- 
bly, and he had just paid the ''mitre tax;" that is to 
say, the impost exacted by the imperial treasury at 
every change of abbot This impost was always paid 
in reality by the vassals and tenants of ecdefdastical 
holdings, in addition to their rent and minor dues. 
The servants of the farm were serfi, and did not coo* 
sider themselves more unfortunate than the masteT 
who employed them. The former of the revenue was 
a Jew, and, referred by the abbey which he tormented 
to the fimners whom he tormented still more, he had 
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that moming claimed and received a sum which was 
the savings of several years. Between the Catholic 
priests and the Israeliti^ extortioners the poor farmer 
did not know which to hate and dread the most 

*^ You see* Joseph,'* said Consuelo to her companion, 
''did I not tell you that the only rich people in the 
world were w^ who pay no tax on our voices, and 
work ^ly when we please? ** 

The hour for retiring having come, Consuelo felt 
so weary that she went to sleep on a bench at the 
door of the house. Joseph seized the opportunity to 
'|1 ask the £urmer*s wife for beds. 

" Beds, my child I '* said she smiling ; ^ if we can 
give you one it will be a great deal, and you will have 
to get along with it for both of you.** 

This reply brought the blood to poor Joseph's 
cheeks. He looked at Consuelo, and seeing that shi^ 
did not hear the dialogue, he mastered his emotion. 
'( ''My comrade is very weary,** he said, "and if yon 

/ can give him a litde bed, we wiQ pay what you like. 

As for me, a comer in the bam or in the stable 
win be enough.** 

"Wen, if thb child is in, we win give him a bed in 
the common room for humanity's sake. Our three 
' daughters wiU sleep together. But ten your compan- 

l ion to keep quiet, at least, and behave himself de- 

i cently, or my husband and my son-in-law, who deep 

in the same room, win bring him to reason.** 
. "I win answer for my comrade's gentleness and 

;, good behavior; it remains to be seen whether he will 
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not prefer to sleep in the hay, rather than in a room 
where there are io many of yon.'* 

The good Joseph was obliged to awake Sgnor Ber- 
toni, to suggest this arrangement to him. Consado 
did not object to it, as he had expected. She thought 
that rince the young daughters of the house slept in 
the same room as the £ither and son-in-law, she would 
be safer there than anywhere else ; and having bidden 
Joseph good-nig^ty she sKpped behind the fiour Immn 
wooUen curtains which enclosed the bed asrigned to 
her, where, hardly taking time to nndress^ she was 
soon sleejmig soundly. 
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CHAPTER X. 

After a few hours of a sleep of exhaustion, how- 
ever, she was awakened by the incessant noise which 
went on about her. On one side, the old grand* 
mother, whose bed almost touched hers, kept cough- 
ing and wheezing in the sharpest and* most exasperating 
tone ; on another, a young woman was suckling her 
baby, and singing to put it to sleep; the snores of 
the men resembled roars ; another child — one of four 
in a bed — cried and quarreUed with his brothers; 
the women got up to quiet them, and made a still 
greater noise with their scolding and threats. The 
perpetual movement, the crying children, the dirt, 
the bad odor and the heat of the atmosphere, loaded 
with thick effluvia, became so disagreeable to Con- 
suelo that she could bear it no longer. She dressed 
noiselessly, and profiting by a moment when every 
one was asleep, slipped out of the house and sought 
for a nook in which to sleep till daylight. 

She fancied that she could sleep better in the ope6 
air. Having spent the night before in walking, she 
had not noticed the cold ; but besides that she was 
in a condition of exhaustion &r different from the 
excitement of her departure, the dimate of this ele- 
vated region was alr^uly much sharper than that of 
Reisenburg. She felt a chill come over her, and a 
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•frightful feeling of discomfort caused her to fear that 
she. could not bear a series of days of walking and 
sleepless nights, which began so disagreeaUj. It was 
in vain that she reproached herself with having be- 
come a ** princess ** anud the luxuries of castle life ; 
she would have given the rest of her days at that 
moment for an hour of good sleep. 

As she did not dare to go back to the house, how- 
ever, for fear of awakening and angering her hosts» 
she looked for the door of the bam, and finding the 
stable partly open, she felt her way in. A profound 
silence reigned there. Supposing the place deserted, 
she stretched herself out in a manger filled with haj, 
whose heat and healthy odor seemed to her delidous. 

She was beginning to doze, when she felt upon 
her brow a warm, moist breath which was withdrawn 
with a violent snort and a sort of stifled imprecationl 
When her first fiight had passed off, she saw, bj the 
light of dawn which was beginning to break, a long 
face with a pair of formidaUe horns above it ; it was 
a fine cowwhich had passed its head through the rack, 
and after smelling her with astonishment, had drawn 
back fiightened. Consudo curled herself up in a 
comer, so as not to interfere with it, and dept very 
tranquilly. Her ear soon became accustomed to all 
the noises of the stable, to the dank of the chains, in 
their rings, the lowing of the heifers and the rubbing 
of the horns against the manger bars. She did not 
awake when the milkmadds came in to lead out the 
cows and milk them in the open air. ' The stable was 
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empty, the place was dark, the spot to iriuch Con-, 
suelo had retired had prevented their discovering her, 
and the son had arisen when she again opened her 
eyes. Sunk in the straw, she enjoyed the comfort of 
her position for some moments longer, and rej<Hced 
at feeling herself refreshed and rested, ready to re- 
same her walk without effort or anxiety. - 

When she sprang down from the manger to look Car 
Joseph, the first object which met her eyes was Josefdi 
himself seated on the opposite manger* 

^ You gave me a fine fright, dear Signor Bertoni,"* 
'i() said he. ^When the young girls told me that you 

were no longer in the room, and that they did not 
know what had become of you, I sought for yoa 
everywhere, and it was only when I despaired of find- 
ing you that I came back here where I had passed 
the night, and where I discovered you, to my great 
surprise, I went out in the darkness of the morning 
and, never thought of looking for you there opposite 
f me, hidden in this straw and under the heads of these 

animals which might have wounded you. Really, 
signora, you are rash, and you do not think of the 
dangers of all sorts which you incur,** 

<* What dangers, my dear Beppo?'' said Consuek)^ 
smiling and holding out her hand to him. ''These 
good cows are not very ferocious beasts, and I fri|^- 
ened them mcve than thqr could have hurt me.** 

''But, signora," said Joseph, lowering hb voices 
"you come in the middle of the night to take refiige 
in the first place which comes to hand. Other men 
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than I might have been in this sUble, some vagabond 
less respectful than your faithful and devoted Beppo, 
some brutal serf I Suppose, instead of the manger 
where you slept, you had taken the other, and instead 
of me, had awakened some soldier or some boor 1 ** 

Consuelo blushed when she thought that she had 
slept so near Joseph and all alone with him in the 
darkhess; but this shame only increased her confi- 
dence in the good young man and her friendship for 
him. 

*^ Joseph," she said, ''you see that in my impni* 
dences heaven never abandons me, nnce it led me 
near you. It is heaven which caused me to meet you 
yesterday morning beside the fountain where yon gave 
me your bread, trust and fnendship; it is heaven 
again which placed my thoughtless slumbers last night 
beneath your brotherly care.** 

She told him laughingly of the uncomfortable mght 
which she had spent in the common room with the 
noisy family of the fitrm, and how happy and tranqufl 
she had fdt among the cows. ; 

''Then it is true,*' said Joseph, •* that cattle have a 
more agreeable dwelling-place and more el^fant man- 
ners than the men who care for them.** 

" That was what I thought as I was going to deep 
in tUs manger. The cows neither frightened nor ^ 
gusted me, and I was reproaching myself Cor having 
contracted such aristocratic habits that the sodetj of 
my feUow-men and contact with their poverty had be- 
come unbearable to me. What b the'canse id thal^ 
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Joseph? One who was bom in poverty ought not, 
when she is reduced to it again, to fed this disdainfol 
repugnance to which I yielded. And when the heart 
has not become vitiated in the atmosphere of riches^ 
why does one remain fastidious in one's tastes^ as I was 
last night when I fled from the nauseous heat and the 
( noisy omforion of this poor human brood?** 

I ^ It is because deaidinessy pure air and domestic 

\ order are no doubt Iq^timate and imperative needs fi» 

an choice oiganizations,'* replied Joseph.^ ''Whoever 
j is bom an artist has a feeling for the beautiful and 

the good and an antipathy to what is coarse and ugly. 
And poverty is ugly 1 I too am a peasant, and my 
parents gave me birth beneath a thatch; but they 
were artists^ and our house, though poor and small, 
was deal) and orderly. It is trae that our poverty 
bordered on ease, while excessive privation may per- 
haps destroy even a wish for better things.** 
''Poor people 1** said Consuelo. " If I were rich, 
, I would build them a house at once, and if I were a 

queen, I would remove the taxes, the monks and the 
I Jews who are eating them up.** 

" If you were rich you would not think of it, and if 
you had been bom a queen, you would not wish to do 
it So wags the world 1 ** 
"The world wags very in, then 1 ** 
"Alai^yesl and without music, which transports 
the soul into an ideal world, one would have to kiU 
himself when he was consdous of what luqipened in 
thls< 
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^ Killing one's sdf b very convenient, but it does 
good to no one bat one*s sel( Joseph. One should 
become rich and remain hnmane.^ 

^ And as that is hardlj possible, all the poor ought 
at least to be artists.'' 

<< That is nota bad idea, Joseph. If aO the unfor- 
tunate had a feeling and love for art, to lend poetry 
to suffering and beautify poverty, there would no 
longer be either dirt, or discouragement, or indifference 
to one's self, and then the rich would notdare to deqnse 
and trample on the poor so much. Artists are always 
a little respected." 

** I never thought of that before," replied Haydn. 
'' Then art may have a serious object, very useful to 
man?" 

^ Had yon always thouj^t that it was only an 
amusement?" 

<' No, but a disease, a pasrion, a storm which rages 
in the heart, a fever which bums within ns and whidi 
we communicate to others. If yon know what it is^ 
ten me." 

^ I win ten you when I understand deariy what it b 
myself; but it b something great, never doubt that, 
Joseph. Come, let us start, and do not forget the 
violin, your only property, friend Beppo^ and the 
source of your foture wealth." _ 

They began by making their little provision for the 
break£3ist which they intended to eat upcm the grass 
in some romantic spot But when Joseph drew out 
hb purse and wbhed to pay, the fimn^s wife refined 
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without affectation, but firmlj. In spite of Consueto*s 
urgence, she would not accept anjrthing, and she even 
watched her young guests so that they could not make 
the smallest present to the children. 

'< Recollect," she said at last, with a little haughti- 
ness, to Joseph, who was insisting, '' that my husband 
b of noble birth, and be sure that poverty has not 
degraded him so much as to cause him to sell hospi- 
taKty.- 

''That fieeling seems to me a litde exaggerated,'* 
said Joseph to his companion when they were upcm 
the road. '' There is more pride than charity in it.** 

^ I prefer to see only the charity," said Consuelo, 
''and my heart is filled with shame and repentance 
when I think that I could not bear the discomfort of 
this house which did not fear to be sullied and over- 
burdened by the presence of the vagabond that I per- 
sonate. Ah, wretched delicacy ! foolish daintiness of 
the spoiled children of this worid t You are a disease, 
since you are healthful for some only to the detriment 
of others." 

" For such a great artist as you are, I think you too 
senative to the affirirs of this common worid," said 
Joseph. "It seems to me that an artist needs a 
little more indifference and unconcern for all that does 
not relate to his profession. They said in the inn at 
Klatau, where I heard them talking about yon and 
the Castle of the Giants, that Count Albert of Rudol- 
stadt was a great philosopher, with all his eccentrici- 
ties. You have feh, rignora, that one cannot be at 
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once an artist and a phflosopher; that b why yoa 
took to flight So do not be troubled any more fi>r 
human mbfortanes, and let ns go on with our yester- 
day's lesson.** 

<< With an my heart, Beppo ; bat yoa must first 
know that Count Albeit, philosopher as he is, b a 
greater artist than wc.** . 

<< ReaUy? Then he lacks nothing to be loved,'* 
said Joseph with a si|^ 

'' Nothing in my eyes but to be poor and of humbk 
birth," replied Consuek). 

Gently led on by the attention with which Joseph 
Ustened, stimulated by other rimple questions which 
he timidly asked her, she abandoned herself to the 
pleasure of talking to him for some time about her 
betrothed. Each reply entailed an explanation, and 
by degrees she told him minutely all the peculiaritiet 
of the affection which Albert had inspired in her. 
Perhaps thb absolute confidence in a young man 
whom she had only known since the day before would 
have been uLseemly in any other utuation. ' It b cer* 
tain that their strange position alone could have created 
it. Be that as it may, Consuelo yielded to an irre- 
sistible need of herself remembering and of ccmfiding 
to a friendly heart the virtues of her betrothed; and 
as she spoke, she felt, with the same satis&ctioniNMch 
one feeb when trying one*s strength after a severe 
iUness, that she loved Albert more than she had be- 
lieved when she promised him to strive to love him 
alone. She allowed her imagination \o glow without 
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anj aiuuety; and aU that was beautiful^ great and 
noble in his character appeared to her in a more bril- 
liant light when she no longer felt the fear of taking 
an absolute resolution too hastily. Her pride did not 
suffer from the idea that they could accuse her of 
ambition, for she was fleeing from, and in some sense 
renouncing^ the natural advantages connected with 
this union. 9ie could, therefore, abandon herself to 
the ruling affection of her heart without .constraint 
and without shame. The name of Anzoleto never 
once came to her lips, and she perceived with pleas- 
ure that she had not thought of mentioning him in 
the account of her life in Bohemia. 

These confidences, out of place and hasty as they 
might seem, brought about the best results. They 
enabled Joseph to understand how seriously Consuelo*s 
heart was occupied, and the vague hopes which he 
might involuntarily have conceived vanished like 
dreams, the very recollection of which he endeavored 
to drive away. After one or two hours of silence 
which succeeded this animated conversation, he took 
the firm resolution of no longer seeing in her either a 
beantiiul siren or a dangerous and problematic com- 
rade, but a great artist and a noble woman, whose 
counsel and friendship might exert a happy influence 
over his whole Ufi^ 

Partly to reply to her confidence, and partly to 
erect a double barrier against his own desires, he 
opened his heart to her, and told her how he too was 
engaged, and, in a sense, betrothed. Hb heart- 
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romance was less poetic than Consaelo's; bat for any 
one who knows the influence of that romance on 
Haydn's life, it was not less pure or noUe* He had 
shown friendship for the daughter of his generous 
host, the barber Keller, who, seeing this innocent in- 
timacyi had said to him, — > 

'^Josei^ I trust in you* You seem to love my 
daughter, and I see that she is not indifferent to you. 
If you are as loyal as you are laborious and grateful, 
when you have assured your livelihood, you shall be 
my son-in-law/* 

In a moment of exalted gratitude, Joseph had 
promised, sworn 1 And although his betrothed did 
not inspire him with the slightest passion, he consid- 
ered himself bound forever. 

He told all this with a melancholy which he could 
not overcome, as he thought of the difference between 
his real position and the intoxicating dreams which he 
had to renounce. Consuelo regarded this sadness as 
a sign of a profound and invincible love for Keller's 
dau£^ter. He did not dare to undeceive her, and 
her esteem and her entire confidence in Beppo's hon- 
esty and purity were increased proportionately. 

Their journey was troubled, therefore, by none of 
those passions or explosions which might have been 
expected when two young people, intelUgent, amiable^ 
and foil of sympatiiy for each other set out for a 
fifteen-days' tete-a-tete, amid circumstances wfaidi 
would insure impunity. Although Jos^b did not 
love Keller's dau^ter, he allowed his fidtUulness of 
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conscience to be mistaken for £Buthfulness of heart ; 
and although he still sometimes felt the storm ram- 
bling in his hearty he was able to control it so well 
that his chaste companion, sleeping on the heather in 
the depths of the woods, guarded by him as a fiuth- 
ful dog, passing at his side through profound solitudes, 
often spending the night with him in the same bam 
or the same grotto, never once suspected his combats 
or the merits of his victory. In. -his old age, when 
Haydn read the first book of the '< Confessions'* of 
Jean- Jacques Rousseau, he smiled, with tearful eye% 
as he recaUed his trip through the Boehmerwald with 
Consuelo, with trembling love and pious innocence 
for travelling compamons. 

Once, however, the virtue of the young musician 
was put to a severe test When the weather was fine, 
the roads good and the moon brilliant, they adopted 
the true and right method of travelling on foot with* 
out incurring the risk of bad sleeping places. They 
would establish themselves in some quiet and sheltered 
nook to pass the day in talking, dining, making music 
and sleeping. As soon as the evening became cool, 
they would finish supper, pack up their baggage and 
go on their way again till daylight. They thus escaped 
firom the fatigue of walking in the sun, bom the dan- 
ger of being closely examined and fit>m the unclean* 
liness and cost of inns. But when the ndn, which 
was becoming somewhat firequent in the high regions 
of the Boehmerwald where the Moldau has its rise^ 
forced them to seek a shelter, they would take reftige 
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Photo-Etching. — From an Old Print. 
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where they coaM, sometimes in the caUnof tome ser( 
sometimes in the barns of some castle. The/ care- 
fullj avoided inns^ where thej could easily have found 
lodging, from fear of dangerous encounters, vulgar 
language and noisy scenes. 

One evening, driven by the storm, they entered the 
hut of a goa^erd, who showed his hospitality by 
merely yawning and pointing towards his fold, as he 
said, — 

''Gointothehay.** 

Consuelo slipped into a dark comer, as was her cus- 
tom, and Joseph was going to take his place at a dis- 
tance in another comer, when he stumbled over the 
legs of a sleeping man, who abused him roundly. 
Other curses replied to the sleeper's oath, and Joseph, 
frightened by this company, drew dose to Consuelo 
and took her arm, to be sure that no one would get 
between them. Their first thought was to go out, but 
the rain was beating noiuly on the roof of the hut, 
and every one had gone to sleep again. 

'' Let us remain here,** said Joseph in a whisper, 
'' until the rain has ceased. You may sleep without 
fear; I wiD stay beside you, and not dose my eyes. 
No one can suspect that there is a woman here. As 
soon as the weather becomes endurable, I will wake . 
you and we win slip out** 

Consuelo was not greatly reassured ; but there was 
more danger in going out than in staying. The goat- 
herd and his guesU would certainly remark this fear 
of remaining with them ; they would have suspidons 
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either of Consaek>*8 disguise or the money which they 
might suppose our travellers had, and if these men 
were capable of evil intentions^ they would follow them 
into the country to attack them. Consudo, having 
made all these reflections, kept quiet, but she slipped 
her arm within Joseph's, from a very natural feeling 
of fright, and from a well-founded omfidence in his 
care* 

When the rain stopped, as neither of them had 
slept, they were getting ready to leave, when they 
heard their unknown companicms stirring. The men 
arose and conversed in a strange jargon. After 
taking up their heavy bundles, which they placed 
upon their backs, they went out, exchanging some 
words in German with the goatherd which caused 
Joseph to believe that they were smuggling, and that 
their host was in their confidence. It was hardly 
midnight, the moon was riang, and by the light of a 
ray which fell obliquely through the open door. Con- 
suelo saw the glitter of their arms, which they were 
occupied in concealing beneath their cloaks. At the 
same time she satisfied herself that there was no one 
else in the hut, and that the goatherd himself had left 
her alone with Haydn ; for he went with the smugglers, 
to guide them through the mountain-paths, and show 
them a passage to the frontier which he said that he 
alone knew. 

" If you deceive us, I win blow out your brams at 
the first suspicion,*' said one of these men, with an 
energetic and grave free. 
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These were the last words which Consado heard. 
Their measured tramping sounded on the gravel for some 
moments. The noise of a neighboring brook, swelled 
by the ram, drowned that of their steps, which died 
away in the distance. 

<<We were wrong to fear them,** said Joseph, 
without, however, releasing Consuelo's arm, idiich he 
was still pressing against his breast ''They are 
people who dread prying eyes more than we.'* 

'' And for that very reason I think we ran some 
danger,"* replied Consuelo. ''When you stnmUed 
over them in the dark, you did well not to reply to 
their curses; they took you for one of themselves^ 
otherwise they might have feared us as spies, and 
have done us an ill turn. Thank God ! there is noth- 
ing to fear now, and we are alone at last t ** 

" Go to deep, then,*' said Joseph, as he felt with 
regret Consuelo withdraw her arm from his. 

Consuelo had been more fatigued by fear than 
by walking; she had become so accustomed to sleep- 
ing under the guardianship of her friend that she 
yielded to deep. But Joseph, who, after much agi- 
tation, had become accustomed to deeping beside 
her, was unable on this occasion to take any rest 
This hand of Consuelo, which he had held, aO trem^. 
bling in his, for two hours, the feelings of terror and 
jealousy which had aroused in him all the intendty of 
his love, and even the last words which Coosuefo had 
said to him as she went to deep, "We are alone at 
last f '* had lighted a burning fever in him. Instead 
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of withdrawing to the other end of the hot to show his 
respect for her, as he was accustomed to do, teeing 
that she did not think of moving away fiom him, he 
remained seated bj her side; and the tfarobUng of 
his heart became so violent that Consuelo could have 
heard it if she had not been adeep. Everything 
excited him, the melancholy sound of the brook, the 
sighing of the wind in the fir-trees and the rays of 
the moon, which entered through a crabk in the roo( 
and faintly illumined Consuelo*s pale fiu:e, fiamed in its 
black hair; that something, in short, I know not 
what, terrible and savage, which passes from external 
nature into the heart of man when life is wild about 
him. He was beginning to become calm and to go 
to sleep when he felt hands upcm his breast He 
bounded upon the litter, and seized in his arms a 
little kid which had knelt down by him to warm itself 
in his bosom* He caressed it, and without knowing 
why, covered it with tears and kisses. At last day 
broke, and seeing Consuelo's noble brow and her 
grave, pure features, he was ashamed of his torments. 
He went out to bathe his face and hair in the icy 
water of the torrent. He seemed to wish to purify 
himself from the guflty thooj^ts which had fired hb 
brain. 

Consneto soon came to join him, and to make the 
same ablution to drive away the heaviness of sleep 
and to accustom herself bravely to the morning air. 
She was astonished to see Haydn so discomposed 
and sad. 
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"Oh, rcaUy, friend Bcppo," said she, ••yoa do 
not bear iatigue and emotion so well as I ; yoa are 
as pale as those little flowers which seem to weep 
on the surface of the water.** 

** And you are as fresh as those beautiful wild roses 
which seem to laugh upon its banks,** replied Joseph. 
'« I believe that I can bear fatigue, in spite of my 
pale face ; but emotion, signora, it is tnie that I can 
hardly bear that** 

He was sad during the whole morning; and when 
they stopped to eat their bread and nuts in a fine, 
sloping meadow, she teased him with such ingenious 
questions to make him confess the reason of his 
gloominess, that he could not help making a reply 
expresdve of great dissatisfaction with himself and 
his own destiny. 

^ Well, since you wish to know,** said he^ " I was 
thinking that I am very unfortunate ; for I am eveiy 
day approaching nearer to Vienna, where my destiny 
is engaged, although my heart b not. I do not love 
my betrothed ; I feel that I never shall love her, and 
yet I have promised, and I shall keep my wofd.** 

"Can it be possible?** said Qmsudo surprised. 
" In that case, my poor Beppo, our destinies, which I 
supposed alike in many respects^ are entirely op*- 
posed; for you are hastemng towards a betrothed 
whom you do not love, while I am flying from one 
whom I love. Strange fortune 1 which gives to some 
that which they dread, to snatch from others that 
which they hold dear.** 
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^h\ <: She pressed his hand affectionately as she said thii^ 

Sp / and Joseph saw deaily that this reply was not 

,) I j! prompted by a suspicion of his boldness and a 

I'jl [^ ; desire to give him a lesson. But the lesson was not 

the less efficacious. She pitied his misfortune and 
grieved for it with him, while she showed him by a 
cry from her heart, deep and sincere, that she loved 
another without distraction and without faltering. 

It was Joseph's last folly in regard to her. He 
took his violin, and scraping it vigorously, forgot this 
stormy night When they had set off again he had 
completely forsworn an impossible love, and the 
events which foUowed caused him to fed only the 
strength of devotion and friendship. When Consuelo 
saw a cloud pass over his brow, and endeavored to 
drive it away by her kind words, he replied, — 

** Do not be disturbed about me. If I am con- 
demned not to have love for my wife, at least I shall 
have friendship for her, and friendship can console 
one for love better than you imaj^ne.** 
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CHAPTER XL 

Haydn never had cause to regret this journey and 
the sufferings which he had to endure, for during it 
were given the best lessons in Italian and the best 
ideas about music which he had ever received in lus 
life. During the long rests which they took on fine 
days beneath the lonely shades of the BoehmerwakI, 
our young artbts revealed to each other all the intd- 
ligence and genius which they possessed. Although 
Joseph Haydn had a fine voice,. and knew how to use 
it effectively as a chorister, and although he played 
agreeably upon the violin and several other instruments^ 
he soon understood, when he heard Consuelo sing^ that 
she was infinitely superior to him as a virtuoso, and 
could make an accomplished singer of him widioot 
Porpora's aid. But Haydn's ambition and his powers 
were not restricted to this branch of the art, and Con- 
suelo, seeing him so little advanced in- practice, idiile 
in theory he expressed such lofty and wholesome 
ideas, said to him with a smile one day, — 

^ I do not know whether I am doing well in inter- ^ 
esting you in the study of singing, for if you become 
devoted to the profesnon of a ringer you may, per- 
haps, sacrifice higher fitculties which ^you possess. 
Let me look at your comporitions. In qpite of my 
long and severe study of counterpoint with so great a 
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master as Porpoia, what I have learned only helps me 
to understand the creations of genius, and I should 
not have the time, even if I had the boldness, to 
i' compose works of much importance. But if you 

I have creative genius, you ought to follow that path, 

and to consider singing and the study of instruments 
only as subsidiary means.** 

Since Haydn had met Consuelo, it is true that he 

had no longer thought of anything but becoming a 

singer. To accompainy her or to live near her, to 

meet her everywhere in her nomadic life, such had 

' been his dream for some dajrs. He heatated, there- 

I fore, to show her his last manuscript, although he had 

1 it with him, and had finished composing it on his way 

, to Pilsen. He felt equal fear of appearing common- 

place to her in this branch of art, and of exhibiting 
to her a talent which might induce her to combat 
I his desire to become a singer. 

, He yielded, however, and half willing, half unwill- 

ing, allowed the mysterious score to be taken from 
him. It was a little piano sonata, which he intended 
for his young pupils. Consuelo began by reading it 
with her eyes, and Joseph was amazed to see her grasp 
it as perfectly by simply reading it as if she had 
heard it performed. Then she n^e him try difier- 
; ent passages upon his violin, and sang herself those 

which were possible for the voice. I do not know 
whether Consuelo divined from this spark the future 
composer of the ''Creation" and so many other im- 
mortal worksy but it is certain that she foresaw a good 
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mtster, and Ae wA to Mni, as die handed lum badt 
hts matuudfiply ^* 

^ Courage, Beppol Yon are a distinguished artist, 
and 70a can be a great composer if 70Q will woiIl 
Yon have ideas, that b certauu Wtdi ideas and 
knowledge, one can accomplidi rnodu So acquire 
knowledge, and let os trinmph orer Poipoia's ill* 
humor; he is the master that 70a need. But think 
no more of the footKghts; your place is elsewhere, 
and your commander's staff b jour pen. You oug^ 
not to obey, but to direct. When one can be the 
sod of a woik, how can he think of taking hb place 
among the machines? Come, my budding maestro^ 
j^ve up studying trifls and cadenxas with your throat. 
Learn where to place them, and not how to make 
them ; that concerns your very humble senrant and 
subordinate, who bespeaks the first part wluch you 
write for a mezzo-soprana** 

** O Consuelo de mi alma 1 ** cried Joseph, trans- 
ported with joy and h(q>e ; ^ to write for you, to be 
understood and interpreted by you I What {^ory, 
what ambitions, you suggest! But no^ it b a dreams- 
madness! Teach me to rii^ I would rather devote 
myself to rendering, according to your heart and fai- 
telligence, the ideas of others, than place upon your 
divine lips accents unwoiAy of you.** 

''Coine, come,** said Consuelo, «*a trace to cere- 
mony! Tiy to improvise, sometimes on your vioHn, 
sometimes with your voice. It b tiius that the soul 
comes to the lips and die fingers. I shall know 
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whether you have the divioe afSatot or are onlj a 
clever scholar filled with reminiacencet." 

Haydn obeyed her. She remarked with pleasure 
that he was not learned^ and that there were the fresh- 
ness and simplicity of youth in his first ideas. She 
encouraged him more and more, and never thereafter 
would teach him to sfaig, except to show him, as she 
said, the proper method of employing .the voice. 
After that they amused themselves singing together 
little Italian duets which she taught him, and which 
he learned by heait. . . 

^If our money gives out before the end of our 
journey,*' she said to him, <« we shall have to sing in 
the streets. 'Besides, the police might put our talents 
to the test, if it takes us for wandering cut-purses, as so 
many are who dbhonor the profession — the wretches ! 
So let us be ready for any event. My voice can pass 
for that of a young boy before breaking, if I use the 
contralto range altogether. And you must learn to 
accompany me on the violin in a few songs. You will 
j/ see that it is not a bad study. These popular airs are 

fiill of life and original feeling ; and as for my old 
Spanish airs, they are pure genius, virgin gold. Profit 
by them, maestro; ideas b^et ideas." 

These studies were delicious for Haydn. It is 
there, perhaps, that he found the ideas of those child- 
ish and dainty compositions which he made in later 
years for the marionettes of the little Esterhazy 
princes. Consuelo disfdayed such gajrety and grace, 
such animation and cleverness, in these lessons, that 
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made repasu in the open air which seemed to them 
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ihe good young man, recalled to the sprightfineM pt 

and careless happiness of youth, forgot hb thoughts ^' ' 

of love, his privations and his anxieties, and wished 
that this wandering education might never end. 

We will not pretend to give the details of Consuek>*3 i| U 

journey with Haydn. Unfamiliar with the paths of 
the Boehmerwald, we should perhaps give inexact 
directions if we were to follow their footsteps from 
the confused recollections which have been transmitted 
to us. It is enou^ to say that the first half of the 

journey was more agreeaUe than painful, up to the ||f 

time of an event which we cannot help narrating. 

They had followed the west bank of the Moklau 
from its source, because that had seemed to them the 
less frequented and the more pictures qu e. . They 
therefore descended for a whole day the rocky gorge 
which stretches down in the same direction as the 
Danube ; but when they had got as fiir as Schenan, 
seeing the mountains sinking into the plain, they re- 
gretted that they had not followed the other bank of 
the river, and consequently the other spur of the 
chain, which stretched away towards Bavaria. These 
wooded mountains would afibrd more natural shelterr 
and picturesque dtuations than the valleys of Bohemia. 
In the resu which they took during the day in the — 

forests, they amused themselves by catching little , 

birds with bird-lime and nooses; and when, after jj, 

their siesta, they found their snares fiOed with tUs ii 

small game, they cooked it with dead 'branches, and ]\ 
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samptaoiu. They spared only nighringilei^ on the 
groand that these musical Uids were thdr fellows. 

Our poor children were looking for a fold, and find- 
/ ' ing none ; the river was rapid, deep and swelled by 

the rain of the preceding days. They came at last to 
a landing where was moored a little ddfl^ kept by a 
lad. They hesitated to approach it, as they saw 
several people go up to it before them, and bargain for 
a passage. These men separated after bidding each 
other farewell Three prepared to f<dlow the west 
bank of the Moldau, while two others got into the 
boat. This circumstance decided Consnda 

^ On the right or on the left we shall meet some- 
body,** she said to Joseph. ^We may as well go 
'I across^ as that was our intention:'* 

^< Haydn hesitated still, and insisted that tl^ people 

had evO looks, spoke loud and had brutal manners; 
when one of them, who seemed to wish to give the 
lie to this unfavorable opinion, stopped the boatman, 
and speaking to Consndo^ said in German, as he 
motioned to her good-naturedly,— 

^Here, my child, come onl The boat is not 
heavfly loaded, and you can cross with us, if you 
wiA.- 

^Thank you, »r,^ replied Haydn; ''we will profit 
by your permission.** 

"Come, my children,** returned the one who had 
already spoken, and whom his compamon called 
I Mayer, "come, jump aboard 1** 

Joseph was hardly seated in the boat when he 
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nodced that the two stnmgen were looking aker- 
natdy at himself and Coosodo with mndi attention 
and coriofitj. Still, Herr Majer^t bee exjMreiied 00I7 
gentlenes and gajre^; hit Yoice was agreeable, hb 
nuamen poGte, and Coosodo took co n fi de nc e bom 
his grizzled hair and btheify looL 

*Yoa are a musician, my bqjr?** he said to her 
afteraHtde. 

*At jroor service^ my good gendemen,** repBed 
Joseph. 

^'Yoo, too?** said Herr Mayer to Joseph; then, 
pointing to Consnek)^ he added, ^ your broker, no 
doubt?" 

^No;, sir, he is my friend,** said Joseph; ''we are 
not of the same natkm, and he understands rery litde 
German.** 

^ Of what country b he?** continued Herr Mayer, 
stin looking at Conmdo. : 

'^ Italy, sir,** replied Haydn. 

''Venetian, Genoese, Roman, Neapolitan or Cah- 
brian?** asked Herr Mayer, articulating each of diese 
denominadons in the dialect which belongs to it, with 
admirable bcili^. 

" Oh, sir, I see that you can talk to all sorts of 
Italians,** replied Consudo at last, fearing to attrao" 
attention by a prolonged silenoe; "I am from 
Venice-** 

"Ah, it is a fine countryl** repfied Herr Mayer, 
immediatdy using the dialect which was fiiw*iK^ to 
Consudo. "Is it a k)og time since you left it?** 
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^And yoa go aboot the country pUjing the 
Tiofin?- 

^ No, he accompaniet me,** said Consoelo^ pointing 
to Haydn; «I ling." 
LV ''Andyoacannot play any instnimenty either hant- 

boy, flute or tambourine? ^ 
* No, I hare no need of it** 
''But if you are a good musidan, you could easily 
learn, could you not?** 
"Oh, certainly, if neceisaiy.^ * 
'^ But you do not care to? ** 
''No, I prefer to ring.** 

"And you are right. Still, you wQl be forced to 
W] come to that, or to change your professions^ at least 

for a certain time.** 
"Whyso^sir?" 

" Because your voice will soon change, if it has not 
begun already. How old are you? Fourteen, fif- 
teen at most?**' 
"About that** 

"Well, within a year you will nng like a little 
frog; and it is not certain that you will become a 
}\ ni^tingale again. It b a doubtful matter for boys^ 

\\\ thb passing from childhood to youth. Sometimes 

\ \ when the beard come% the Toice goes. In your 

ii) place, I should kam to play the fife; cme can always 

make a Evii^ with that.** 
" I win see about it, when that haiq>ens.** 
"And you, my good fellow,** said Herr Mayer, 
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speaking to Joseph in German, ^can yoa only play 
the violin?** 

M Pardon me, sir/* replied Joseph, guning confi- 
dence in his torn when he saw that the good Mayer 
did not cause Consaelo any embarrassment, ^ I play a 
litde on several instruments.** 

«« WMch, for instance ? ** 

<<The piano, the harp, the flute — a little of every- 
thing when I find an occasion to learn iL** 

<<With such talents^ you are very wrong to 
wander about as you do; it is a hard life. I see 
that your companion, who b even younger and 
more delicate than you, is almost worn, out, for be 
limps.** 

^Did you nodce that?'* said Joseph, who had 
noticed it but too well himself altlMxigh hb compan- 
ion would not admit how swollen and painful her feet 
were* 1 •.•■.► . 

^I saw him dragging himself painfully to the 
boat,** replied Mayer. 

^ Ah ! what would you have, sir? *' said Haydn, con- 
cealing his sorrow under an air of phQosopIucal indif- 
ference ; «' one is not bom to take his ease, and when 
he must sufier, he suffers.**. . 

** But when he could live more happily and 
honestly by settling down? I do not like to see intel- 
ligent and gentle children as you seem to be plying 
the trade of vagabonds. Believe a good man whohas 
children himself and who probably wiD never see 
you again, my litde friends. You will kill and cor- 
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\\\ nipt yoursdves in a life of adventures. Remember 

what I have told yon." 

** Thank you for your good advice, sir/' said Con- 
suelo, Mrith an affectionate smile ; ** perhaps we may 
profit by it** - 

** God grant it, my litde gondolier ! " replied Heir 
Mayer to Consuelo, who had taken an oar, and had 
begun to row mechanically, and from a 'thoroughly 
Venetian habit. 

The boat reached the shore after making rather a 
long slant on account of the current, which was 
swift. Herr Mayer bade a friendly fiuewell to the 
young artists, wishing them a pleasant journey, and 
his silent companion prevented them from paying 
their share of the fare. After thanking them fittingly, 
Consueb and Joseph entered a path which led 
towards the mountains, while the two strangers fd- 
lowed the level bank of the river in the same direc- 
tion. '••'-' 

<<This Herr Mayer seems an honest man,** said 
Consuelo^ turning about for the last time upon an 
eminence as she lost sight of him ; ^ I am sure that he 
is a good fiither of a fiimily.'* 

'^ He is curious and talkative," said Joseph, ** and I 
am very fjoA to have rid you of his questions.*' 

^ He is fond of talking, like all persons who have 
travelled much. He is a cosmopolitan, I should 
judge, from the facility with which he pronounces 
i) various dialects. Of what country can he be ? '* 

*< He has a Saxon accent, although he speaks Low- 
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Austrian well I think he is from the North of Ger- <^J 

many, — a Prussian, perhaps." 

^ So modi the worse; I do not like Prussians^ and 
King Frederick less than all hb nation, from what I 
heard aboat him at the Castle of the Giants.** | ( 

**\n that case, yon will please at Vioma; that « f 

warrior-and-philosopher king has no partisans at court 
or in the dty.** 

Conversing in this way, they reached the thick 
woods, and followed paths which were sometimes j|t] 

lost among the firs, and sometimes skirted an am- J li 

phitheatre of ragged mountains. Consaelo thoui^ ^ \f\\ 

these Hyrdnio-Carpathian mountains more agreeable 
than sublime ; having crossed the Alps many times^ 
she did not feel the same delight as Joseph, who had 
never seen such mijestic peaks. The impresnons of 
the latter, therefore, produced enthusiasm in him, 
while his companion fek more inclined to reverie. 
Moreover, Consuelo was extremely fiitigued that day, 
and was making great efforts to conceal it, that she 
might not distress Joseph, who was only too mudi 
distressed already. sV^i 

They slept for several hours, and after their repast f <, 

and some music, set forth again at sunset But soon _ ^ '' 

Consuelo, though she had bathed her tender feet for 
a long time hi the ciystal waters of a spring, after the 

manner of idyllic heroines, fek her heels wounded by \\\ 

the stones, and was compelled to confess that she 
could not accomplish her nighdy journey. Unfortu- 
nately the country was altogether deserted in that 
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J' Ic > direction ; there was not a cabin, not a monastery, 

'/;,j ' J not a hut, on the dope of the Moklaa, Joseph was 

in despair. The night was too cold for them to rest 
in the open air. At last, through the opening of two 
hills, they saw lights at the loot of the opposite dope. 
This valley, into which they were descending, was in 
1 1 W Bavaria, but the town which they saw was further off 

than they thought; it seemed to the disconsolate 

Joseph that it receded as they advanced* To add to 

their misfortunes, the sky became clouded in every 

ll ; direction, and 80(m a fine, cold rain began to M. In 

a few moments it thickened the atmos^iere so much 
that the lights disappeared, and our travellen, who 
had arrived at the bottom of the mountain not with- 
out difficulty and danger, did not know in what 
direction to go. They were, however, on a fiuriy 
smooth road, and they were continuing to drag 
themselves along it, when they heard the noise of 
a carriage coming towards them. Joseph did not 
hesitate to apim>ach it and to ask information con- 
cerning the country and the possibility of finding a 
resting-place. 
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Jj j **\Vho goes there?"* replied a strong voice^ and 

at the same time they heard the click of a pistol lock. 
** Be off, or I will blow your brains out 1 ** 

^We are not very dangerous,^ replied Joseph, 

without being disconcerted. ''See ! we are two chfl- 

dren, and we only adc for information.'' 

''Hillo!*' cried another voice, whidi Consueto 

\ immediately recognised as the honest Herr Mayer^s; 
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** they are mj .t#o little scamps of this morning ; I 
recognize the accent of the eldest Are 70a there, 
too, gondolier?** he added in Venetian, addresnng 
Consaela 

"This is I," she repHed in the same dialect "We 
are lost, and ask you, good sir, where we can find a 
palace or a stable in which to take refbge. Tdl ns, 
if yon know.** 

" Why, my poor chiMren,** returned Herr Mayer, 
" you are at least two miles from any kind of dwelling. 
You will not find even a kennel in these mountains. 
But I will take pity on you ; get into my carriage; I 
can give you two seats without crowdii^. Come, no 
ceremony, get in 1 ** 

"You are a thousand times too kind, sir,** said 
Consuelo, touched by the good man*s hospitality; 
"but you are going towards the nordi^ and we 
towards Austria.** 

"No, I am going towards the west In an hour 
at most I will set you down at Biberek. You can 
spend the night there, and to-morrow you can get 
into Austria. It will even shorten yotir'road. Com^ 
make up your minds, if you do not ei^oy getting wet 
and keeping us waiting.** 

"Wen, courage and confidence ! ** whispered Con- 
suelo to Joseph, and they got into the carriage. 

They noticed that there were three persons in it, — 
two on the front seat, one of whom drove ; the other, 
who was Herr Meyer, behind. Consuelo took one 
comer, and Joseph the middle. The carriage was a 
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dx-idUcd chidie, stxoi^ and roomy.- The kige, pcm^ 
erfiil hone, whipped up hj a yigoiont hand, resumed 
hb trot and jangM the b^ 00 hi$ coDar as he phook 
hb head impatientlf • 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

^What did I ten jcfaf*" cried Herr Mayer, le- 
saming tbe convenatioQ where he had left off fai the 
monung; **\m diere a more imcomibrtabk tnd trying 
trade than yoan? When die son shines, it all seems 
beautiful ; bat the son does not ahrays shine, and your 
destiny is as changeful as die weadier.** 

*< What destiny is there whidi is not changeful and 
unceitain?** said Consodo. "When the sky ii 
stormy, Prondence places kindly soub upon one*i 
r6ad ; it is certainly not at this moment that we are 
inclined to find fiuilt with ft" 

*< You hare a ready wi^ my young Mend,** repBed 
Mayer. ** You are fiom a country where every one 
has that But believe me, neither your wit iKNr your 
fine voice win prevent your dying of hunger in these 
dreary Austrian provinces. In your place, I should 
go and seek my fiutune iii a rich and civilized 
country, under the protectioii of a great prince."* 

"What country?** said'Consuek), surjprised at tUs 



"^dh, I don't kiiow ; there are several** 

"But b not the Queen of Hungary a great 

princess?'* said HaydiL "la one not equaUy weB 

protected in her dominions?" > 
"Yes, no doubt,** rejdied Mayer; "but do yoa 
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143 CONSUELO. 

not know that Her Majesty Maria Theresa detests 
music, and strollers still more, and that you win be 
driven out of Vienna if you appear in the streets as 
troubadours, such as you are now? ** 

At that moment Consuelo saw, a little way off, at 
the bottom of the dark dedivity beneath the road, 
the lights which she had perceived, and she informed 
Joseph of her obsenrations. He immediately ex- 
pressed to Herr Mayer their desire to get out, and 
seek this resting-place, nearer than the town of 
KbereL 

**Tho«e?" replied Herr Mayer; "you take those 
for lights? They are lights, indeed, but they illumine 
no other resting-places than dangerous swamps where 
many a traveller has been lost and swallowed up. 
Have you never seen will-o'-the-wisps?'* 

** Often, on the lagoons of Venice," said Consuelo, 
« and also on the little lakes of Bohemia." 

''Wen, my children, those lights which you see are 
nothing else." - 

Herr Mayer continued to speak for a long while to 
our young friends about the necessity for settling 
down, and about the few resources which they woukl 
find at Vienna, without, however, de»gnating the 
place to which he would advise their going. At first, 
Joseph was struck by his persistency, and feared that 
he had discovered die sex of his companion ; but the 
frankness with which he spoke to her, as if to a boy^ 
(going so fiir as to ten her that she woukl do better 
to embrace a mOitaiy career when she was oki 
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enooghy than to wander abont the highways) , lejts- 
sured hira on this point, and he decided that the 
good Mayer was one of those weak-minded people 
with fixed ideas, who repeat throughout the whole day 
the first thought which comes into their heads on 
awaking. Consnelo, on her part, took hira for a 
schoolmaster or a Ph>testant minister, who thought 
of nothing but education, good morab and pros- 
elytism.^ 

An hour later, when they arrived at Biberek^ the 
night was so dark that they coukl see absolutely 
nothing. The chaise drew up in the courtyard of 
an inn, and Herr Mayer was immediately joined by 
two men, who drew him aside to speak to him. 
When they entered the kitchen, where Consuelo and 
Joseph were drymg and warming themselves before 
the fire, Joseph recognized in these two men the same 
who had parted from Herr Mayer at the crossing of the 
Moldau, when he passed over it, leaving them upon 
the left bank. One of them was one-eyed, and the 
other, though he had both eyes, was of a hardly 
more agreeable countenance. The one who had 
crossed the river with Herr Mayer, and whom our 
two young travellers had found in the carriage, came 
in and joined them, but the fourth did not appear. 
They spoke to each other in a tongue which was 
unintelligible even to Consuelo, who knew so many. 
Herr Mayer appeared to exercise a certam authori^ 
over them, or at least to influence their decisions, fbr 
after a somewhat animated discussion in an under* 
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' * 1' ' 

^|i t ' tone, tbey all retired, except the one whom Consodo^ 

in designating him to Joseph, had caDed ''The Silent 
Man,'* and who had never left Herr Majei; 

Haydn was preparing to have his own and his 
companion's frugal sapper served on one end of the 
kitchen table, when Herr Mayer, coming back to 
them, invited them to share his repast, and insisted 
with so much good nature that they did not dare to 
refuse. He took them into the dining-room, where 
they found a veriuUe feast ; at least it appeared such 
to two poor children iriio had been deprived of eveiy 
comfort of the kind during five days of a somewhat 
trying journey. Nevertheless^ Consuelo partook but 
moderately; the good cheer which Herr Mayer 
made, the xeal with which the servants appeared to 
serve him, and the quantity of wine which he and his 
silent companion absorbed forced her to lower some* 
' what the high opinion which she had formed of the 

ascetic virtues of her amphitryon. She was especially 
disgusted at die desire Which he showed to make 
Joseph and even herself drink more than they re- 
quired, and the very vulgar playfulness with which he 
prevented their putting water in their wine. She saw 
with still greater uneasiness that, either from thought- 
lessness or from a desire to repair his strength, Joseph 
was yielding^ and was beginning to become more 
communicative and animated than she liked. Finally 
die became a little irritated when she found her com- 
panion insensible to the nudges which she gave him 
to stop his frequent Ubattoos^ and said, as she drew 
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away his glass just as Herr Mayer was about to fill k 
again, — 

** No, sir, no 1 permit us not to imitate you ; it bnot 
fitting for us.** 

^^ You are droll musicians ! *' cried Mayer, wiA Ms 
frank and careless air ; '' musicians who do not drink t 
You are the first of the class I ever met.** 

''And you, sir, are you a musician? ** asked Joseph. 
** I would wager that you are. May thedevil flyaway 
with me if you are not the chapel-master of some Saxoa 
principality ! " 

''Perhaps," replied Mayer with a smile ; ** and that 
is why I take an interest in you, my children.** 

"If you are a master, sir,** returned Consudo^ 
" there is too great a distance between your tsknt and 
that of poor street:singers like us for us to interest jroa 
greaUy." 

"There are street-dngers who have more talent 
than people think," said Mayer, ** and there are very 
great musicians, even chapel-masters of the greatest 
sovereigns in the world, who began by singing in die 
streets. Suppose I were to tell you that this mornings 
between nine and ten o'clock, up in the mountains on 
the left bank of the Moldan, I heard two charming 
voices singing a pretty Italian duet with an agreeabk 
and even learned accompaniment upon the violin? 
Well, that happened to me whOe I was breakfiutii^ 
upon a hiUside, with my friends. And yet when I 
saw the musicians who had charmed me going down 
the hill, I was surprised to find them two poor children ; 
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one dressed like a little peasant, the other genteel, 
umple, bat apparently not very rich. Do not be 
ashamed or surprised at the friendship which I show 
yon, my little friends, and do me the kindness to 
drink to the Muses, our commcm and divine patron- 



I ^Sir, maestro!** cried Joseph, joyous and quite 

won over, ^ I wish to drink your own health. Oh, 

j you are a true musician, I am sure, ance you admired 

. I the talent of — of SignorBertoni,mycomradel** 

, ( ** No, you will not drink any more, nor I either,'' 

said Consuek), impatiently, snatching away his glass, 
and pushing adde her own; ''we have no means of 
livelihood but our voices, maestro, and wine ruins the 
voice. You ought to encourage us to leniain sober 
instead of tempting us.** 

''Wen, you speak sensibly,** said Mayer, placing 
the decanter in the middle of the table. " Yes, you are 
right; take care of your voices. You have more 
wisdom than belongs to your age, friend Bertom, and 
I am glad to have this proof of your good conduct 
You will be successful ; I see it as much from your 
prudence as your talent. You will be successfrd, and 
I shall have the honor and the merit of contributing 
to it** 

Then the pretended professor, assuming an easy at- 
titude, and speaking with an air of extreme kindness 
and honesty, offered to take them with him to Dres- 
den, where he would procure for them lessons from 
the celebrated Hasse, and the special protection of 
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the Queen of Poland^ the Electoral Princett of 
Saxoox* 

This princess, the wife of Augustus IIL, King of 
Poland, was a pupil of P6rponu It was a rivalry be- 
tween that composer and ** JX Sassone ^^ for the &vor 
of this music-loving sovereign which had been the first 
cause of their enmity. Even if Consuelo had been 
disposed to seek her fortune in the north of Germany, 
she would not have chosen to make her debut at this 
courts where she would have found herself opposed 
by the school and the clique iriiich had triumphed 
over her master. She had heard enough from Pofw 
pora, in his moments of bitterness and resentment, to 
be little tempted to follow Professor Mayer's advice 
under any circumstances. 

With Joseph the situation was very different. His 
brain was heated by the supper, and he fimded that 
he had met a powerful protector and the promoter of 
his future fortune. He never thought of leaving Con- 
suelo to follow this new friend ; but, a little intoxicated 
as he was, he indulged the hope of meeting him at 
a later day. He had confidence in his benevolence, 
and thanked him warmly. In his joy, he took his 
violin, and played all out of tune. Herr flayer ap- 
plauded him only the more, either because he did 
not wish to pain him by pointing out his fidse notes» 
or, as Consuelo believed, because he was a very poor 
muddan himseUl The error into which he had really 

« A Utk which tht lUlSaaa fwrcto Johwui Adolph IUM«,who WM A 
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Men oonceming her tex^ •Ithwigh he had heid her 
sing, proved douiy that he coold not have a very 
calthrated ear^nnce he alloired himself to be impoied 
upon like a Tillage piper, or like a teacher of die 
tnunpet* 

Meanwhile, Herr Mayer was still insisting on their 
aOowing him to take them to Dresden. While he re* 
fiued the offers, Joseph appeared so dazzled by them, 
and made so many promises to go there as soon as 
possible^ that Consiielofi)imd herself obliged tomide* 
ceive Herr Mayer concerning the possibility of this 
arrangement. 

*< We cannot think of it at pfesent,** said she very 
firmly. ''Joseph, you know very well that it is not 
possible^ and that you have odier plans.** 'Mayer re- 
newed his tempting offers^ and was surprised to find 
her steadfittt, and Joseph also^ whose reason returned 
as soon as Signor Bertoni began to speak. 

At this moment the silent traveller, who had only 
appeared Cor a short time at saiq>er, came to caO 
Herr Mayer, who went oat with him. Consoelo 
seized this opportuniqr to scold Joseph fiur the readi* 
ness with which he trusted to the fine speeches of 
strangers and the inqnrations of good wine. 

''Did I say too nroch?** asked Joseph firig^tened. 

"No^** she replied, "but it is an impradence even 
to be so long with strangers. They may perceive or 
siiq)ect that I am not a boy, if they see me too often. 
It was nsdess Cor me to mb my hands with pencil to 
Uacken them, and to keep diem nnder die table as 
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much as possible; these men could not have helped 
noticing hov weak the/ are, if they had not forta* 
nately been absorbed, one by die bottle and the other 
by his own chatter. Now the most prudent thing 
would be for us to slip away and sleep in another inn, 
for I am not at ease with these new acquaintances^ 
who seem to wish to attach themselves to us.** 

^ What 1 ** said Joseph, ^go away disgracefully like 
ungrateful creatures, without thanking this honest man, 
this illustrious maestro^ perhaps? Who knows but it 
was the great Hasse himself with whom we have just 
been conversing? *' 

^ I can assure you that it was not; and if your head 
had been clear, you would have noticed a quantity of 
vulgar, commonplace remarks which he made about 
music. A master does not speak in this way. He is 
some musician in the lowest ranks of the orchestra, -— 
good-natured, very talkative, and something of a tip- 
pler. I do not know iriiy, but it seems to me that I 
can see from his fitce that he has always blown in 
brass, and from his udelong look that he has always 
had one eye on the leader of his orchestra.' 

^ A horn or a second darmet I ^ cried Josefdi, widi 
a peal of laughter; ^still, he is an agreeable table 
compani<m.** 

^That is more than you are,'' said Consudo, a little 
irritated ; <<come, get sober, and we will take leave; 
only let us get away.** 

^The rain is £UUng in torrents; hear how it beats 
against the glass J** 
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''I hope that yod are not going to deep upon 
thb taUe,'* sdd, Consuelo^ shaking him to awaken 
him. 

Herr Mayer came in at that moment 

''This is pleasant ! ** he exdaimed gayly« ** I ex- 



n ] f pected to be able to deep here and leave to-morrow 

for Chamb, but my friends insist on my retracing my 
steps, because they say that my presence is necessary 
for some business which they have at Passau. I have 
to submit. Really^ my children, if you take my ad- 
v^ce, you will profit by the chance, since I must give 
up the hope of taking you t9 Dresden. I have still 
two seats for you in my chaise, as these gentlemen 
have their own* We shall be in Passau, six miles 
firom here, to-morrow morning. There I can bid you 
forewelL You will be near the frontier of Austria, 
and you can even descend the Danube to Vienna in a 
boat, at little cost and without fatigue.** 

Joseph thought the plan admirable to rest Con- 
suelb's poor feet The opportunity seemed favorable 
indeed, and the ssul down the Danube was a resource 

» , . of which they had not thought Consuelo accepted, 

therefore, especially as she saw that Joseph would not 
be able to take the precautions necessary for the 
safety of their rest that night In the dark, at the 
back of the carriage, she had nothing to fear from 
the observadons of her travelling companions, and 
Herr Mayer said that they would reach Passau before 
daybreak. Nevertheless, Consuelo felt a strange re- 
pugnance, and the appearance of Herr Mayer's friends 
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diq>letsed her more and more. She asked him if 
they were masidana. 

** AH, more or less,*' he replied laconically.. 

They found the carriage ready, the drivers in thdr 
places, and the inn servants, well satisfied with Herr 
Mayer's liberality, pressing about him to serve him up 
to the last moment. In an interval of silence, .anudst 
all this bustle, Consuelo heard a groan which seemed 
to proceed firom the middle of the court. She turned 
towards Joseph, who had heard nothing, and when die 
groan was repeated, she felt a chill run through her 
veins. No one, however, appeared to notice anything, 
and she attributed it to some dog, weary of hb chain. 
But do what she would to forget it, it made a gloomy 
impression on her. This stifled cry amid the darknett, 
the wind and the rain, proceeding from a group of 
animated or indifferent people, filled her with terror and 
sadness, whether it was a human voice or an imagi- 
nary sound. At once she thought of Albert, and, as if 
she believed that she shared in the mysterious second 
sight with which he seemed gifted, she was frightened 
at some danger which, she felt, must be hanging over 
his head or her own. 

But the carriage had already started. A new horse, 
more powerful than the first, drew it rapidly along. 
The other carriage, equally swift, travelled sometimes 
before, sometimes behind it. Joseph was chatting 
anew with Herr Mayer, and Consuelo tried to go to 
sleep, pretending to be already dozing, to have an 
excuse for remaining silent. 
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Her weariness at last got the better of her sorrow 
and anxie^, and she fell into. a profound shunber. 
When she awoke, Joseph was also asleep, and Herr 
Mayer was silent at last The nun had ceased, 
\\ the sky was dear and the day was beginning to break. 

The country appeared entirely strange to Consueb, 
but she saw from time to time against the horizon the 
tops of a chain of mountains which resembled the 
I Boehmerwald. 

[ As die shook off her drowsiness, Consuelo was sur- 

j !. prised to see the position of these mountains, which 

[ should have been upon her left, but which were upon 

Y ber right The stars had disappeared, and the sun, 

. (r which die expected to see rising before her, had not 

|, yet aiq)eared. She thought that the mountains which 

It she saw could not be the BoehmerwakL Herr Mayer 

j /: ^ was snoring^ and she did not dare to ^dress the 

' j driver, the only person awake. 

'I The horse fell into a walk at the foot of a steep hill, 

I j' and the sound of the wheeb was deadened by the 

\ , damp sand of the ruts. Then Consuelo heard veiy 

distinctly the same dull, sad sob which she had heard 

in the courtyard of the inn at Biberek. This voice 

' I seemed to come from behind her. She turned about 

) ' mechanically, and saw only the leathern back against 

which she was leaning. She thought herself the vic- 

I tim of an hallucination ; and, her thoughts recurring 

to Albert, she became convinced that at this very 

i ^ moment he was dying, and that thanks to the incom- 

I prehensible power of this strange man*s love, she was 
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healing the mournful and harrowing iound of hb last 
sij^ This bxtcf so took possession of her brain that 
she felt herself fainting; and fearing to soffocate alto- 
gether, she asked the driver, who had stopped to 
breathe his horse half-way up the hiO, for permission to 
walk up the remainder. He consented, and alighting 
himself walked whistling beside hb horse. 

This man was too well dressed to be a wagoner bjr 
trade. In a movement which he made, Consudo 
thought she saw pistob at hb girdle. Thb precaution 
was not surprising, in a country so deserted as that in 
which they were ; and besides, the shape of the chaise, 
which Consuelo examined as she walked beside the 
wheel, showed that it carried merchandise. It was so 
deep that there must be, behind the back ieat, a 
double box, like those in which treasures and de* 
spatches are carried. Still, it did not seem very 
heavily loaded, for a single horse could draw it easily. 
An observation which struck Consuelo much UKMne 
forcibly was to see her shadow retreating before her; 
and when she turned around, she saw the sun above 
the horizon opposite where it should have been, if 
they had been going towards Fassan. 

^ In what direction are we travelling? '* she asked 
the driver, going hurriedly up to him; ^ we are 
turning our backs upon Austria.** 

**Yes, for half an hour," he replied very quietly. 
^ We are retradng our steps, because the bridge over 
the river which we have to cross b broken, and we 
have to make a circuit of half a mile to find anodier.^ 
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Consudo, somewhat relieved, got into the carriage 
again, exchanged a few indifferent words with Herr 
Mayer, who had waked up, and who soon went to 
sleep again (Joseph had not interrupted his nap for 
a moment), and they reached the top of the hiU. Con- 
suelo saw spread out before her a long, steep, winding 
road, and the river of which the driver Had spoken 
appeared at the bottom of a gorge ; but as far as the 
eye could reach, no bridge could be seen, and they 
were still travelling towards the north. Consuelo^ 
anxious and surprised, could not get to sleep again. 

A new acclivity was soon reached, and the horse 
seemed very tired. All the travellers alighted except 
Consudo, whose feet were still painfuL Then the 
groaning again fell upon her ears, but so distinctly and 
so many different times that she could no longer attrib- 
ute it to an illusion of her senses. The noise came^ 
without doubt, from the double bade of the carriage. 
She examined it carefully, and found, in the comer 
where Herr Mayer had always remained, a little leather 
window like a wicket, which communicated with, this 
double back. She tried to open it, but could not. 
There was a lock, the key of which was probably in 
the pocket of the pretended professor. 

Consudo, ardent and courageous in such adventure^ 
drew from her pocket a knife with a strong, sharp 
blade, winch she had taken when she set out, perhaps 
from an inspiration of modesty, and with a vague 
dread of dangers from which suidde can always de- 
liver a courageous woman. She took advantage of a 
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moment when all the traveOen were ahead on the road, 
eren the driver, who had nodiing to fear from the 
qnritof his horse; and enhiging, with « qukk, bold 
hand, die narrow crack between the shatter and the 
bade, she succeeded in forcing it far enough aside to 
place her eye to It, and see into the interior of this 
mysterious box. What were her surprise and honor 
when she saw, in this narrow and dark ceD, which 
received air and fight only from a slit in the top^ a 
man of athletic figar^ gagged, covered with blood, 
his hands and feet tightly bonnd, with his body bent 
over, in a horrible ccmdition of constraint and suffer* 
ing ! Tlie part of his fiice which cookl be seen was of 
Uvid paleness, and he seemed to be in the convuk 
sions of death* . ', 
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> CHAPTER Xm. 

Chilled widi hoiror, Consaelo sprang to the 
procmdy and coming beside Joseph, she steadily 
pressed his arm, to draw him away from the group. 
When they were a few paces in advance, she said to 
him in a low Toice^--* 

^ We are lost if we do not fly at once; these people 

are robbers and assanini. Let us hurry ahead and 

cut across country, kft they have thdr reasons for 

decetvii^ us in this way.** 

j I Joseph thought that a bad dream had disturbed 

hb companion's imaginarion. He hardly understood 
what she said. He himself was oppressed by an 
unwonted languor, and the cramps which he felt in 
his stomach caused him to believe that the wine he 
had drank the night before had been tampered with. 
It is certain that he had not made a great enouj^ 
infraction of his habitual sobrie^ for him to fed 
heavy and worn out as he did. 

^Dear signora,** he replied, <<you have had a night- 
mare, and I think I have one myself as I listen to 
you. Even if these good people were bandits, what 
rich capture could they hope for if they should seize 
iqxxius?** 

*< I do not know, but I am afraid; and if you had 
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seen, as I did, a man assasanated in the rerf caniage 
in which we are travelling ** — 

Joseph coald not help laughing, for this last affirma- 
tion of Consaelo*s had, indeed, altogether the appear* 
anceof a vision. 

«*Well, bat do yon not at least see that thqr are 
leading ns astray? *' she said hotly ; ** that thqr are 
taking ns towards the north, while Passan and the 
Danube are behind ns? Look where the son is, and 
see what a desert we are traversing, instead of 9^ 
proaching a large town ! ** 

The justness of these observations struck Joseph, 
and began to dissipate the somewhat lethargic security 
in which he was plunged. 

''Well,'* said he, *< let us go on ; and if they appear 
to wish to restrain us against our wiH, we shall under* 
stand their intentions.'* 

** And if we cannot escape from them at once, 
be cool, Joseph, do you understand? We must out- 
wit them, and escape some other time.** 

Then she drew him on by the arm, limping even 
more than her suffering obliged her, but n^ver* 
theless gaining ground. But they could not make 
ten steps in this way without being recalled by 
Herr Mayer, at first in a friendly tone, then with 
a severer accent, and finally, as they paid no at« 
tention to it, by the energetic oaths of the others* 
Joseph turned his head and saw with terror a pistol 
pointed at them by the driver, who was running 
after them. 
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'<They will kill us,'* he said to Cpnsuelo, shcken- 
inghispace. 

''Are we out of nmge?'' she said to him coolly, 
still drawing him on, and beginning to run* 

"I do not know/' said Joseph, trying to stop her ; 
''believe me, the moment has not come; they will 
fire at us." 

L, " Stop, or I will fire r* cried the driver, who ran 
filter than they and kept them within range of his 
pistoL ' ' 

"Now we must brazen it out,*' said Omsuelo; 
^Joseph, do and speak as I do. Ah I upon my 
word,'* she said aloud, as she turned around, laughing 
with the self-possession of a good actress, ".if my feet 
did not hurt too much for me to run further, I would 
.... show yon that your jest did not succeed." 

t { 1 And looking at Joseph, who was pale as death, 

she laughed loudly, as she pointed out his terrified 
fitce to the other travellers, who had come up to 
them. 

" He believed it 1 " she cried, with perfectly emu- 
lated gayety. " My poor comrade believed it I Ah, 
Beppo, I did not think you such a coward I Look, 
professor, just see Beppo, who really believed that 
the gentleman was about to shoot at him ! *' 

Consuelo spoke Venetian, thus holding in check by 
her gayety the man with the pistol, who could not 
understand a word of what she said. Herr Mayer 
pretended to laugh also. Then turning to the driver, 
"What was this stupid joke? ** he asked, not widiout 
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a wink which Consiielo law vciy distinctly; « why did ' \\ Ij | 

yoa frighten these poor chUdra?^ ' ./ 

** I wished to see if they were brave," replied the '\ \, 

other, putting his pistol back in his girdle. li 

^Alasy" said Consueb slyly, <<the gentleman will W 

have a poor opinion of yon now, friend Joseph. As : > « 

for me, I was not afraid ; admit that, Mr. RstoL" , 1 \A 

«Yoa are a brave fellow," replied Mayer; «<yoa / If 11 

would make a fine drummer, and you would beat the 
charge at the head of a regiment without filtering 
before the grape-shot" 

'<Ah, I cannot tell about thatl" she replied; 
''perhaps I should have been afraid if I had thought 
the gentleman really wished to kill me. But we 
Venetians are accustomed to all sorts of jokes^ and 
we are not to be caught like that." 

*'Never mind, the joke was not in good taste." 

Then, speaking to the driver, he pretended to scokl 
him a little; but Consuelo was not deceived, and 
saw from the intonation of their dialogue that they 
were having an explanation, from which it resulted 
that they believed themselves mistaken concerning 
the intended flight of our young traveDers. — 

Consuelo, having gone back into the carriage widi 
the others, said laughingly to Herr Mayer, ** You must • / |j 

confess that your driver with the pistols is a queer 
fellow 1 I shall call him Sgnor Pistola in future. 

Yet you must admit, professor, that that was not a ! 

very new trick." il , . 

*«It is a German joke," said Herr Mayer; «'they ''^ 
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h\ \ 
I , I have more cleverness than that m Venice, have thef 

^ not?*» 

''Oh, do joo know what ItaHans would have done 
in your place to play a good joke on ns? They 
would have driven the carriage into the first thidcet 
they came to^ and hidden themselves. Then, when 
we tamed round, not seeing anything, and believing 
that the devQ had flown away with everybody, who 
would have been finely caught? I, especially, who 
can hardly walk, and Joseph, who is as cowardly as 
a cow of the Boehmerwald, and who would have be- 
lieved himself abandoned in this deserL** 

Herr Mayer laughed at her childish jests^ ndiich he 
translated to Signor Pistols, who was not less amused 
than he by the simplicity of ^ the gondolier.*' ** Oh, 
you are altogether too clever 1 ** rqdied Herr Mayer; 
''they win not attempt to play any more tricks upon 
yon.^ And Consuelo, who at last saw the profound 
irony which lay beneath his pretended good nature 
and his jovial and fiuherly air, continued for her part 
to play the role of a fool who thinks himself clever, — 
a familiar character in every melodrama* 

It is certain that their adventure was a pret^ 
serious one; and, while she continued to play her 
part adroitly, Consuelo fidt that she was in a fever. 
Fortunately, it is in a fisver that cme acts, and in a 
stupor that one succumbs. 

From this time she showed herself as gay as she 
had been reserved, and Joseph, who had recovere d 
an his wits^ seconded her admirably. Never appear- 
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ing to doubt that they were drawing near Passan, 
they pretended to lend a more wOling ear to the 
propositions to go to Dresden, which Herr Mayer did 

not fa\\ to renew. In this way they gained his entire J i 

confidence, and gave him the opportunity of confess- 
ing to them honestly that he was taking them there 
without their permission. . Herr Mayer was no novice i jl| 

in abductions of tins sort There was an animated '^lif 

dialogue in their own tongue between Herr Mayer, ^ '} 1 

Signor Pistola and the nlent man; then, suddenly, \ "^ } 

they began to speak German, and as if they were : i. ' 

continuing the same subject 

"I told you so!" cried Herr Mayer; **we have 
lost our way ; it is evident, because we have not seen 
their carriage again. It is more than two hours since 
we left them behind us, and I looked for them in vain 
from the last hill ; I could see nothing of them." 

" I do not see it at all," said the driver, putting bb 
head out of the carriage, and drawing it in again widi 
a discouraged expresnon. . . 

Consuelo had observed the disappearance, at the 
first hill, of the other carriage, in company with which 
they had left Biberek. — "^ 

** I was very sure that we were lost," said Joseph, I'*!* 

^ but I did not wish to say so." '.^ 

«Why the devfl did you not teD us?" said the i ', 

silent man, affecting great displeasure at this dis- i j' 

" Because it amused me," rqdied Joseph, insfrired by \ |. 

the innocent MacchiaveUsm of Consuelo ; " it is dxoD jj ijl 
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to get lost in a carriage 1 I thought that sadi things 
only happened to pedestriant.** ' 

<<Well, it amuses me too,** ssud Consaelo. .^I 
wish now we were oh the road to Dresden.** 

" If I knew where we are,** said Herr Mayer, '* I 
should rejoice with you, my children ; for I confess that 
I was dissatisfied at having to go to F^LSsau at the 
good pleasure of my friends, and I wish we were far 
enough out of our way to.have a pretext to carry my 
complaisance towards them no further." 

** Upon my word, professor,** said Joseph, ** that 
shall be as you please ; it is your affair. If we do 
not trouble you, and you still wish to take us to Dres- 
den, we are quite ready to follow you, even to the 
endof the world* What doyou say, Bertoni?*' 

^I say the same thing," said Consuelo, "come 
what may.** 

"You are brave children," said Mayer, conceal- 
ing his joy beneath a preoccupied air ; ^' but I should 
like to know where we are.** 

"Wherever we are we must stop,** said the driver, 
"the horse can go no farther. He has eaten nothing 
since last evening, and he has travelled all night. 
We win none of us be sorry to take some refresh- 
ment. Here is a little wood, and we have still some 
provinons; sohaltl** 

They entered the wood, and the hor^ was un- 
hitched. Joseph and Consuelo offered their services 
zealously, and they were accepted without distrust. 
The chaise was let down upon its shafb, and the 
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position of the prisoner being no donbt made more 
uncomfortable by this movement, Consaelo heard 
him groan again. Mayer heard him also, and looked 
sharply at Consuelo, to see if she had noticed it ; but 
in spite of the pity which was lacerating her heart,, 
she was able to appear deaf and impassible. Mayer 
went around the cart, and Consuelo, who had gone 
off some distance, saw him open a little outside door 
at the back, glance into the interior of the double 
box, close it again and put the key in hb pocket. 

<' Is the merchandise damaged?'* cried the sflent 
man to Mayer. 

''All is well,'* he replied, with brutal indifference, 
and then set about arranging the breakfast 

"Now," said Consuelo hurriedly to Joseph, **do 
as I do and follow me everyiidiere." 

She helped to lay the provisions out on the grass, 
and to uncork the bottles; Joseph imitated' her, 
assuming great gayety, and Herr Mayer saw with 
pleasure these volunteer servants devoting themselves 
to his comfort. He loved his ease, and he and his 
companions began to eat and drink with more glut- 
tonous and coarser manners than they had displayed 
the day before. He was continually holding out hb 
glass to his two new pages, who were perpetually 
getting up and atting down again, running this way 
and that, and watching for the moment when they 
could run away once for all, but waiting until the wine 
and the process of digestion should render their dan* 
gerous guardians less dear-si^^ted. 
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At last Herr Mayer, lying back on the grass and un- 
buttoning his waistcoaty exposed to the sun his broad 
breast ornamented with pistols; the driver went to 
see if the horse was eating well, and the silent man 
set out in search of a spot on the banks of the 
swampy brook beside wluch they had stopped where 
the animal could drink. The moment for flight had 
come. Consuek) pretended to search also. Joseph 
went with her into the thickets, and as soon as they 
found themselves concealed by the thickness of the 
foliage, they set out through the wood like two hares. 
They had litde to fear from the bullets in this dense 
underbrush, and when they heard their names called, 
they thought themselves (ar enough ahead to continue 
on without danger. 

** Still, it win be best to reply," said Consuelo stop- 
ping ; ** it will quiet their suspicions, and give us time 
for another run.^ 

Joseph cried out, therefore, — 

<<This way, this way 1 Here is water 1 " 

** A spring, a spring 1 " cried Consuelo. 

And immediately going off at right angles, to throw 
the enemy off the track, they ran on again swiftly. 
Consuelo never thought of her wounded and swollen 
feet, and Joseph had overcome the narcotic which 
Herr Mayer had given him the night before. Fear 
lent them wings. 

They had gone on in this way for ten minutes, in a 
direction opposite to that which they had chosen at 
first, without taldng time to listen to the voices 
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which were calling them in two different directiott% W^fL^. 

when the/ came to the edge of the wood« and saw 
before them a steep* tnrfy UD, which sloped down to 
a beaten road and a stretch of heather studded wi& 
chimps of trees. 

** We most not go oot of the wood^** said Joseph. \ j 

''They will come here, and fifom this elevated qxX J Lit' 

they win see nsy whichever way we go." 

Consoek) paused for an instant, sranned the coon* 
try with a rajud j^ance, and then said, — 

*< The wood b too small to hide OS long. Before 
ns is a road, with the hope of meeting some one on 
it- 

"Yesl** cried Joseph, ''it is the same road by 
which we have jnst come. See 1 it runs around the 
hill, and goes up on the right towards the place fixxn 
which we have come. If one of them gets on the 
heme, he will catch us before we get to the bottom." 

''That is what we must see," said Consuelo. 
"One runs &st downhilL I see something down 
there on the road coming up this way. We only 
need to catch it before we are caught ourselves. _ 
Comet" ^ I 

There was no time to lose in deliberadon. Joseph i| 

trusted to Consnelo*s inspirations; they were down 
the hin in a moment, and they had reached the first 

dump of trees when they heard the vdces of their !'| 

enemies at the edge of the wood. TUs time they 
took good care not to reply, and ran on, uiKlerdielter \ |i^| 

of the trees and bushe% until they came to a brooks 'd\h\ 
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shut in by steep walb of rock, which these same trees 
had hidden from them. A long board served as a 
bridge ; they went over it, and then threw it into the 
water. 

When they reached the other bank, they followed it, 
still protected by the thick vegetation,- and no longer 
hearing their names called, they supposed that their 
enemies had lost track of them, or, no longer mistaken 
in their intentions, intended to surprise them. But 
soon the vegetation on the bank came to an end, and 
they paused, fearing to be seen. Joseph cautiously 
put up his head among the last busies, and saw one 
of the pursuers watching at the edge of the woodsy 
and the other (presumably Signor Pistola, whose 
superiori^ as a runner they had already tested) at 
the foot of the hill, not bet from the river. AVhile 
Joseph was ascertaining the position of the en. iy, 
Consuelo had gone in the direction of the road, and 
she suddenly came back to Joseph. 

^There is a carriage coming," she said, ''we are 
saved ! We must get to it before he who is foUowing 
us has crossed the river.** 

They ran straight towards the road, regardless of 
the openness of the ground ; the carriage was coming 
towards them at a gallop. 

^ CMi, my God I " said Joseph, " suppose it is the 
other carriage, — that of the accomplices?" 

''No," replied Consuelo, "it is a berlin with six 
horses, two postilions and two outriders. We are 
saved, I tell you ! A little more courage I" 
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It was hi£^ time for them'to reach the road, for F!s- 
tola had found their footprints at the brook. He had 
the strength and the speed of a wild boar. He soon 
saw where the footprints ended, and the stakes which 
had held the board in position. He divined the 
stratagem, swam across the stream, found again thdr 
footprints on the bank, and still following them, had 
just come out of the bushes. He saw the two fogi- 
tives running through the heather — but he also saw 
the carriage ; he understood their design, and beii^ 
no longer able to oppose it, went back into the 
bushes, and remained upon his guard. 

The berlin did not stop at the cries of the two 
young fugitivesy who were at first mistaken hft beg- 
gars. The travellers threw them some small onns, and 
their outriders, seeing that our young people, instead 
of picking them up, still ran beside the steps crying 
out, galloped towards them to rid their masters of 
this importuni^. Consuelo, out of breath and losing 
her strength, as almost always happens at the moment 
of success, could not utter a sound, but Mowed the 
riders, clasping her hands with a suppliant air, whSit 
Joseph, clinging to the steps, at the risk of losbg bis 
hold and being crushed, cried with a gasping voice^ — 

** Help 1 help 1 we are pursued 1 Robbers I Mar- 
derl" 

One of the two travellers who occupied the ber- 
lin at last succeeded in understanding these broken 
words, and made a agn to one of the outrider^ who 
stopped the postilions. Then Coosuelp, letting go 
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the bridle of the other outrider, to which she had' 
been clinging in spite of the horse, which was rearing, 
and the rider who was threatening her with his uMp, 
came to join Joseph, and her lace, flushed with run- 
ning, struck the travellen^ who began to question 
them. - ^ 

** AVhat does this mean? ** said one of them. ^^ Is 
it a new way of asking alms? They have been given 
you ; what more do you want? Can you not reply?" 

Consuelo was almost ready to expire. Joseph, out 
of breath, could only say, — >. 

'' Save us 1 save us I " and he pointed to the hill 
and the wood without being able to speak another 
word. ^ 

** They look like two hunted foxes,** said the other 
traveller; ^let us wait till they recover their voices." 
And the two lords, magnificently dressed, looked at 
them smilingly, with an air of coobess ndiich con- 
trasted singularly with the agitation of the poor 
fugitives. 

At last Joseph succeeded in again articulating the 
wordsi ** Robbers, assassins I " and immediately the 
noble travellers opened the carriage door, and going 
out upon the steps, looked on every side, astonished 
at seeing nothing which could cause such an alarm. 
The brigands had hidden themselves^ and the coun- 
try was deserted and silent. At last Consuelo recov- 
ered herself somewhat, and spoke to them as follows^ 
pausingat every sentence to breathe: — . 

''We are two poor wandering musicians; we have 
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been carried oflTby men whom we do not know, and 
who, under the pretext of doing us a service, took us 
in their carriage and carried ns all ni^t At day- 
break we discovered that they had deceived ns, and 
were taking us to the north, instead of towards Vi'* 

enna. We wished to fly, and they threatened us» pistol | J 

in hand. At last they stopped in that wood ; we es- 
caped, and ran to your carriage. If you abandon us 
here, we are lost; they are dose to die road, one in 
the bushes, the others in the wood.** 

^ How many are they ? ** asked one of the outriders: 

" My friend," said, in French, that one of the travel- 
lers to whom Consuek) had spoken, because he was 
next to her, ** understand that that is none of your 
business. How many are they? That is a fine ques- 
tion 1 Your duty is to fight, if I order you, and I do 
not ask you to count your enemies.** 

'' Really, do you wish to amuse yourself with a little 
sword-play? '* said the other lord in French; ^re- 
member, baron, that it takes time.** 

** It win not be long, and it will limber us a little. 
Will you take a hand in it, count? ** 

"Yes, if it amuses you.*' And the count took, ^ 
with majesUc indolence, his sword in one hand, and 
in the other a pair of pistols with jewelled stocks. 

" Oh, you do weH, gentlemen I ** cried Consueki^ 
who forgot her humUe role for an instant in the Im- 
petuosity of her hear^ and pressed the count's arm 
with both her hands. 

The count, surprised at such familiarity on the part 
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of a little rascal of this sort, looked at his sleeve with 
mocking disgust, shook it, and raised his eyes with 
contemptuoos slowness to Consaelo, who could not 
help smiling as she recollected with what ardor Count 
Zustiniani and so many other most illustriocis Vene- 
tians had asked, in former days, the fiivor of kissing one 
of those hands which now appeared so presumptuous. 
Whether there was in her at that moment a radiance 
of calm and gentle pride which belied the appearance 
of her poverty, whether the ease with which she spoke 
the language which was the fitshionable one in Ger- 
many caused him to think her a young gentleman in 
disguise, or whether the charm of her sex made itself 
felt instinctively, the count suddenly changed" his ex- 
pression, and instead of a smile of contempt, gave 
her one of good-wilL The count was still young and 
handsome ; one might have been dazzled by the 
advantages of his person, if the baron had not sur- 
passed him in youth, in r^;ularity of features and in 
nobleness of form. They were the two handsomest 
men of their time, as was said of them, and probably 
of many others. 

Consuelo, seeing the young baron's expressive gaze 
fixed upon her with a look of uncertainty, surprise 
and interest, diverted his attention firom her person 
by saying^ — 

^Go, gentlemen, or rather come; we will serve 
you as guides. These scoundrels have an unfortunate 
man hidden in the back of their wagon shut up as in 
acelL His feet and hands are tied, he has a gag in his 
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mouth and he is bleeding — dying. Goand free him ; 
it is the duty of noble hearts like yours.** 

'^ By Jove, this is a charming child I ** cried the 
baron; <<and I see, dear count, that we have not 
wasted our time in listening to him. Perhaps it is 
some brave gendeman whom we are about to rescue 
from the hands of these villains.** 

"You say that they are there?'* said the count, 
pointing to the wood. 

"Yes," said Joseph, " but they are separated, and 
if your lordships will heed my humble advice, you 
will divide the attack. You will go up the hill in your 
carnage as quickly as possible, and after going round 
it, you will find, at the opposite edge of these woodsy 
their wagon with the prisoner, while I will guide the 
horsemen directly across. The bandits are only three 
in number; they are well armed, but when they see 
themselves caught between two fires, they will not 
make any resistance.** 

" The advice is good," said the baron. ** Count, 
remain in the carriage, and take your servant widi 
you. I will mount his horse. One of these children 
win guide you to where you must stop. I will take 
this one, and my chasseur. Let us hasten, for if the 
villains have taken the alarm, as is probable, they 
will try to escape.** 

"Their wagon cannot escape you," said Consudo, 
" their horse is worn ouL** 

The baron sprang on the horse of the count's ser* 
vant, who got up behind the carriage. **Get in," 
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said the count, motioning to Consodo to precede 
him, without being conscious of this iustincdve defer* 
ence. He sat down, however, on the back seat, 
while she took her place on the fronL Leaning out 
of the window as his postilions galloped rapidly 
along, he watched his companion, idio was* crossing 
the brook, followed by his chasseur, who had taken 
up Joseph behind to carry him over. Consudo was 
anxious for her poor comrade, who \ras exposed to 
the first fire, but she saw, with esteem and approval, 
that he was running bravdy on to his perilous task. 
She saw him climb the hill, followed by the horsemen, 
who were spurring their steeds vigorously, and then 
disappear in the woods. Two shots were heard, 
then a third, as the beriin turned a comer. Con- 
suelo, who could not tdl what had happened, lifted 
up her soul to God, and the count, stirred by a 
similar anxiety for his ndUe companion, cried to 
the postilions with an oath, — 
«* Drive on, you fools I Faster 1 •• 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

From the place where he was concealed. Signer 
Pistola, to whom we can give no other name than 
that applied to him by Consuelo» because we have not 
thought him sufficiently interesting to make any re* 
searches concerning him, had seen the berlin stop at 
the cries of the fugitives. The other person, whom 
we will can ''The Silent Man," like Consuelo^ had 
made the same observation and reflection from the 
top of the hiH; he had hurried to join Mayer, and 
both hastened to escape. Before the baron had 
crossed the brook, Pistola had gained ground, and 
was already concealed by the wood. He allowed 
them to pass, and fired at them from their rear two 
pistol shots, one of which passed through the baron*s 
hat, while the other slightly wounded the servant's 
horse. The baron turned about^ saw him, and riding 
up to him, shot him down. Then he left him, rolling 
on the earth and cursing, and followed Josej^ who 
reached Mayer's wagon just as the berlin drove up. 
The count had already sprung to the ground. Mayer 
and The Silent Man had disappeared with the horse, 
without taking time to conceal the chaise. The first 
care of the conquerors was to break open the box 
whidi contained the pnsoner. Consuelo assisted with 
delight in cutting the cords idiich bound the unfortu- 
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Date creature, who was no sooner free than he cast 
himself at the feet of his liberators, thanking GocL 
But as soon as he looked at the baron, he feared that 
he had fallen from Scylla into Oiarybdis. 

«'Ah, Baron Trenckl" he cried, "do not betray 
me, do not give me up I Pardon, pardon,fora poor 
de^rter, the fiither of a fitmfly 1 I am no more a 
Prussian than you, baron; I am an Austrian subject 
iike you, and I beg you not to have me arrested. 
Oh, spare me I** 

''Spare him. Baron Trenck!'* cried Consuelo, 
without knowing to whom she was speaking, or what 
it an meant. 

<'I win spare you," replied the baron, ''but only 
on condition that you swear by everything holy never 
to say that you owe life or liberty to me ;'* and as he 
said this, he drew a handkerchief from his pocket, 
and careMy covered his face, leaving only one eye 
exposed. 

"Are you wounded?** asked the count 

"No," he replied, pulling his hat down over his 
brows, " but if we meet these villains I do not care 
to be recognized. I am not altogether in my gracious 
sovereign's good books now, and this woidd be my 
undoing." ■'. 

" I understand what you mean," replied the count, 
" but fear nothing ; I win take it aU upon myselfl" 

"That might save this deserter from the rod and 
the gallows, but not me from disgrace. Never mind I 
One never knows what may happen, and must oblige 
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one*s felloif-creatares at any risk. Come, my manj 
Can you stand up? Not very weD, I see. Are you 
wounded?" 

** I ha\re received plenty of blowi^ but I do not 
fed them.** 

«« Can you get away ? •• 

" Oh, yes, aide-de-camp I •• 

<< Don't can me that, you rascal i Be silent, and 
gol And let us do the same, dear count; I am 
anxious to get out of this wood. I have brought 
down one of the recruiters, and if the king knew it, I 
should be in a terrible scrape i After aU, though, I 
care little about it I " he added, shrugging his shoul- 
ders. 

''Alas ! " said Consuelo, while Joseph was handing 
his flask to the deserter, ** if you abandon him here, 
he will soon be recaptured. His feet are swollen by 
the cords, and he can scarcely use his hands 1 See 
how pale and exhausted he is I " 

** We will not abandon him," said the county whose 
gaze was fixed on Consuelo. '' Franz, dismount I '* he 
said to his servant ; and then, addressing the de- 
serter, and throwing him his purse, he added, ** Get 
on this horse; I give it to you. Have you the 
strength to reach Austria?" 

"Yes, yes, my lord I" 

'' Do you wish to go to Vienna? " 

«*Yes,mylord." 

" Do you wish to enter the army again?" 

" Yes, my lord, if it b not the Prussian army." 
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^Go and find Her Majesty the Empress Queen; 
she receives everybody one day in the week. Tell 
her that it is Count Hoditx who presents her with a 
fine grenadier, perfectly trained in the Prussian drilL** 
«I win go at onc^ my lonL" 
*' And never dare mention the baroii, or I will have 
you taken by my servants and sent back to Prussia/* 

<*I would rather die first Oh, if the wretches 
had left me the use of my hands I would have killed 
] myself when they recaptured me.** 

^ « Be off 1 •• - 

I "Yes^myloid.** ^ 

I He swallowed the rest of the contents of the flask, 

I returned it to Joseph, embraced him, without knowing 

I that he owed him a bx more important service, knelt 

, before the count and the baron, and, at an impatient 

gesture from the latter, who cut short his words, he 
made a sign of the cross, kissed the earth, and 
mounted with the hdp of the servants, for he could 
hardly move his legs. As soon as he was in the sad- 
dle, however, his courage and strength returned, he 
spurred his horse and set out at full speed on the road 
to the soudu 

^ That will complete my ruin, if it is ever discov* 
. ered that I allowed you to do it," said the baron to 
the count <* All the same," he added, with a hearty 
laugh, ^ the idea of presenting Maria Theresa with 
one of Frederick's grenadiers b the most delightful 
in the world. Thb rascal, who has been shooting at 
the uhlans of the empress, will now shoot at the cadets 
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of the King of FmssU i Faithful subjects and well- \\, 

chosen troops 1 ** *| 

^ The sovereigns are none the worse served tot \\ 

that But whatare we to do with these children?** 

** We can say, like the grenadier,** replied Consuelo^ V 

'< that if you abandon us here, we are lost** 

** I do not think,** returned the count, whose words 
were maiked by a sort of pompous gallantry, ** that 
thus far we have given you cause to doubt our hu- 
manity. We win take you with us until you are fax \\\ 
enough from here to have nothing to fear. My ser- Yi 
vant, whom I have dismounted, will ride behind the ' 
carriage," he said to the baron, lidding in a lower 
tone, ** Do you not prefer the society of these chil- 

dren to that of a servant^ whom we would have to ^ ,. 

take into the carriage, and who would impose greater 
constraint upon us ? ** 

" Of course,'* replied the baron ; ** artists, however 
poor they are, are never out of place. Who knows 
whether thb one, who has just found his violin in the 
bushes, and is bringing it back so joyfully, b not Ji 
budding Tartini? Come, troubadour;** he said to 
Joseph, who had, indeed, just recovered his knapsack, 
his instrument and his manuscripts on the field of 
battle, '' come with us, and at our' first halt you can 
^g this glorious combat, where we have found nobody 
to fight** 

''The laugh is on your side,** said the count, when 
they were seated in the back of the carriage, with the ^ 
young people facing them, and the horses gaUoping 
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swifUy towards Austria; '' yoa . brought down one 
gallows-bird.'* 

*' I am very much afraid that I did not kill him 
outright, and that I shall meet him some day at the 
door of Frederick's cabinet, so you are welcome to 
the credit of that achievement." 

''But I did not even see the enemy/' said the 
county '' and I sincerely envy you your exploit. I 
was just taking an interest in the adventure, and I 
should have enjoyed chastbing the scoundrels as they 
deserved. To seize deserters and levy recruits in the 
territory of Bavaria, now the faithfid ally of Maria 
Theresa ! It is unheard-of insolence I '* 

'' It would be a perfect pretext for war, if they were 
not tired of fighting, and if a season of peace had 
hot set in. You will oblige me, count, by not telling 
of this adventure, not only because of my king, who 
would not thank me for the part I have played, but 
also because of the mission. to your empress with 
which I am charged. I should find her iU disposed 
to receive me, if I approached her after such a piece 
of impertinence on the part of my government.'* 

** Fear nothing from me," replied the count ; '* you 
know that I am not a zealous subject, because I am 
not an ambitious courtier." 

''What further ambition could you have, dear 
count? Love and fortune have crowned your hopes ; 
whereas I — ah, how different have our destimes 
been thus far, in spite of their similarity at first I " . 

As he said this, the baron drew from hb breast a 
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portrait set with diamondty and began to gaze upon 
it with a tender look» and heaving deep sigfaSy which 
gave Consuelo some desire to lao^ Sfa« thought 
that so indiscreet a passion was not in good taste, and 
inwardly derided this lordly manner. 

'' Dear baron,'* said the coont, lowering his vtMce 
(Consuelo was pretending, and even doing her best, 
not to hear), ^ I beg of you to intrust no one with 
the confidence with which you have honored me, and 
above all, not to show this portrait to any one but me. 
Put it in its box, and remember that this child under- 
stands French as well as you and L** 

'' By the way ! " cried the baron, putting away the 
portrait, at which Consuelo had taken good care not 
to look, '' what the devil did our crimps want of these 
two little boys? Tell us what they offered you, to 
induce you to follow them? •* 

''True ! '* said the county <" I had not thought of 
that, and now I cannot understand their intentions. 
\Vhat use could they, who only wish to enroll men in 
the flower of their age, and of extraordinary size, 
have for two children?** 

Joseph told how the pretended Mayer had given 
himself out as a musician, and had promised them 
an engagement in the elector's chapel at Dresden. 

'' Ah, I understand 1 " said the baron, ** and I will 
wager that I know this Mayer. He must be a certain 
N ^ ex-chief of a military band, and now re- 
cruiter for the bands of the Prussian regiments. Our 
natives are so thick-headed that they coukl not play 
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in tone and time, if His Majesty, whose ear is more 
delicate than his faher's^ did not get his bugles, his 
fifes and his trumpets fixnn Bohemia. The worthy 
Mayer thought he was making his master a fine pres- 
tnt by bringing him two litde musicians of intelligent 
appearance, besides the deserter recovered on your 
territory; and the idea of promising them Dresden 
and the delights of the court was a rather ingenious 
bait But you would nerer even have seen Dresden, 
< my children, and you would simply have been enrolled 

in the band of some regiment of infantry for the rest 
of your days.** - — 

''Now I understand the fiite tdiich awaited us,'* 
; said Consuelo ; ** I had heard of the abominations of 

I this military rule, of the dishonesty and the cruelty 

I with which recruits are kidnapped. I see from the 

I way the poor grenadier was treated by these wretches 

i that the reports were not exaggerated. Oh, the great 

i Frederick- — 

\ _ ''You must know, young man,** said the baron, 

with a slightly sneering emphasis, ^ that His Majesty 

, is ignorant of the means, and only knows the results.'* 

' ''By which he profits, without caring for anything 

else," replied Consuelo, animated by an uncontrollable 
I indignation. "Oh, I know, baron, that kings can 

do no wrong, and are innocent of all the crimes 
' which are committed to please them I ** 

"The young scamp has witl" cried the count 
I laughing ; " but be prudent, my pretty little drummer, 

and do not forget that you are speaking before a 
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saperior oflScer of the very regiment, peifaapi^ into \)^ 

which you would have entered.** J 

<' Knowing how to be silent myself my lord coont, 
I never question the di8creti<m of others.** 

« Do yon hear, baron? He is promising yon the 
silence for which yon never thou^t of addng him. 
Come ! he b a charming little fdlow I ** 

** And I trust him with all my heart,** rej^ed the 
baron. ''Count, you ought to enlist him yourself 
and offer him to Her Highness as a page.** 

«' Certainly, if he consents,** said the count laugh- 
ing. '' Wm you accept this engagement, which is fiur 
ea^er than the Prussian service? Ah, my lad, you 
win not have to blow trumpets, or beat to arms before 
daybreak, or be flogged, or eat bread made of 
poimded bricks ; but your duty will be to bear the 
train and £m of an admirably beautiful and gradous 
lady, to live in a Usury palace, to share in sports and 
laughter, and to perform your part in concerts which 
are certainly as pleasant as those of the great Fred- 
erick ! Are yon tempted? Do you not take me for 
a Mayer?** 

** Who is this Highness, so gracious and so magnify 
icent?'* asked Consudo snuling. 

''She is the Dowager Maigravine of Baireuth, 
Princess of Culmbach, my illustxious spouse,** rej^ed 
Count HodiU; "she is now the Chatelaine of Rot- 
wald in Moravia.** _ 

Consuelo had a hundred times heard the Canoness 
Wenceslawa of Rudolstadt relate the genealogies, the 
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<| alliances and the anecdotal histCMy of all the prin- 

I, cipalities and aristocracies^ great and small, of Ger- 

many and the neighboring countries. Several of 
these biographies had impressed her, and among 
,; others that of Coont Hoditx-Roswald, a very rich 

Moravian lord, driven out and cast off by his &ther, 
who was angry at his excesses^ — an adventurer well 
\ • known in every court in Europe, and finally grand 

equerry and lover of the Dowager Margravine of 
Baireuth, whom he had married in secret, run away 
with and taken to Vienna, and from there to Moravia, 
where, having come into his inheritance, he had 
recently put her at the head of a brilliant fortune. 
The canoness had often recurred to this story, which 
she thought very shocking, because the margravine 
was a sovereign princess and the count a simple 
gentleman, and it offered her a text upcm which to 
declaim violendy against misalliancrs and marriages 
for love. For her part, Consuelo, who was endeavor- 
ing to understand thoroughly the prejudices of the 
nobility, made her profit from these revelations and 
^ did not forget them. The first time that the count's 

name had been pronounced before her, she had been 
struck by a Cunt recollection, and now she recalled 
an the circumstances of the life and the romantic 
marriage of this adventurer. As for Baron Ttenck, 
who was then only at the beginning of his famous 
disgrace, and who had little suspicion of his terrible 
future, she had never heard of him. She listened to 
the count as he painted with some vani^ the picture 
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of his new wealth. Laughed at and de^Hsed in the 
proud little courts of Germany, Hoditz had long 
blushed ^ being regarded as a poor devil, enriched 
by his wife. When he came into enormous wealth, 
he thought himself rehabilitated by displaying in his 
Moravian county the luxury of a king, and he com- 
placently exhibited his new titles to the consideratioQ 
or the envy of small sovereigns^ much less rich than 
he. Full of courtesies and delicate attentions towards 
the margravine, he still did not pride himself on a 
scrupulous faithfulness to a wife much older than 
himself; and whether the princess closed her eyes, 
in accordance with the good principles and good taste 
of her time, or whether she thought that a husband 
made illustrious by her could never perceive the 
decline of her beauty, she never interfered with his 
amusements. 

A few leagues farther on they came to a relay, 
which had been prepared expressly for these noUe 
travellers. Consuelo and Joseph wished to alight and 
take leave of them, but they opposed this, urging the 
possibility of new annoyances from the recruiten^ ^riio 
were scattered all over the country. 

"You do not know," said Trenck, who did not 
exaggerate, "how skilful and dangerous these men 
are. In any part of civilized Europe where you may 
set fisot, if you are poor and defencelesi^ and have 
strength of talent, you are exposed to their wiles or 
their violence. They know every passage across the 
frontiers, every mountain-path, every by-way, every 
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suspicious resting-place, every rascal from whom thej 
can hope for information and, if need be, a helping 
hand. They speak every language and every dialect^ 
for they have been in all countries and practised all 
trades. They excel in riding, running, swimming, and 
jumping over precipices, like real brigands. They 
are almost all brave, hardened to fatigue, lying, 
\ !' adroit and impudent, vindictive, pliant and cruel 

They are the scum of the human race, of whom the 
\ military organization of the late King MUiam of 

1 Prussia made the most useful providers of his forces 

and the most important sustainers of his discipline. 
They will catch a deserter in the wilds of Siberia, or 
seek him amid the bullets of the enemy, for the 
mere pleasure of taking him back to Prussia and hav- 
(I ing him hanged there as an example. They have 

j< torn from the altar a priest who was saying mass, be- 

cause he was six feet two inches high; they have 
|l stolen a physician from the. electoral princess ; they 

have a dozen times put the old Margrave of Baireuth 
into a fury by carrying off his army of twenty or 
thirty men, without his daring to complain openly; 
they have made a soldier in perpetuity of a Freiu:h 
, » ; gentleman who was going to see his wife and children 

I. in the neighboriiood of Strasbuig; they have taken 

M 1 Rus^ans from the Czarina Elizabeth, uhlans from 

Marshal Saxe, pandours from Maria Theresa, Hunga- 
rian magnates, Polish lords, Italians singers and 
women of every nation, new Sabines married by force 
I to the soldiers. All is fish that comes to their net; 
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: Portrait of Marechal Je Saxe. 

(1 Photo-Etching.— From a rare old print 
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and besides their wages and travelling expenses, 
which are on a liberal scale, they have a premium of ' ^ 

so much a head, — a head? of so much by inch and ^ 

line of height •• — 

^ Yes," said Consuelo, ''they furnish human flesh 
at a price per ounce. Ah, your great lung b an ogre I . 

But never fear, baron ; go on ! You did a noble 
action in restoring our poor deserter to freedom, and 
I would sooner bear the punishment which was des- 
tined for him than say a word which could ii^ure 
you." 

Trenck, whose fiery character scorned prudence, 
and who was already soured by the incomprehensible 
severities and injustices of Frederick towards him, 
found a bitter pleasure in unveiling before Count 
Hoditz the crimes of that reign of which he had been 
the witness or the accomplice in a time of prosperity 
when his reflections had not been so just nor so 
severe. Now persecuted secretly, although appar- 
ently he owed it to the king's confidence that he was 
filling an important diplomatic mission to Maria 
Theresa, he was beginning to detest his master, and 
to allow his feelings to appear too fireely. He related 
to the count the suffering, the slavery and the de^Mur 
of that large Prussian army, precious in war, but so 
dangerous in peace that they had adopted, to control 
it, a system of unexampled terror and barbarity. He 
told of the epidemic of suicide which had run throuj^ 
the ranks, and the crimes which soldiers who are hon- 
est and religious enough at heart committed with the 
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sole otiject of being condemned to death, that they 
might escape from the honors of their life. 

« Would you believe," he said, " that the « watched • 
ranks are those most zealously sought after? Yoa 
must understand that these ' watched * ranks are com- 
posed of foreign recruits^ of kidnapped men, or of 
young Prussians who, during the first few years of a 
military career which is to end only with their lives, 
are generally the victims of the most dreadful dis^ 
couragement They are divided into ranks, and are 
compelled to march, in peace and in war, before a 
rank of men more submissive or more determined, 
who are ordered each one to fire at the man in 
front of him, if this latter shows the slightest inclina- 
tion to disobedience or flight If the rank chaiged 
with the execution of this duty neglects it, the rank 
behind, which is composed of the most insensible and 
savage men who are to be found among the old sol- 
diers or the volunteers, who are almost all scoundrels, 
— this third rank, I say, is ordered to fire on the first 
two, and so on throughout, if the third rank fails in 
its execution. Consequentiy, in a battie, each rank 
of the army has an enemy in front and an enemy in 
rear, but nowhere fellows, companions or brothers-in- 
arms. Everywhere are violence, death and terror! 
It is in this way, says the great Frederick, that invin- 
cible soldiers are formed. Well, a place in those 
front ranks b dedred and sought for by the young 
Prussian soldier ; and as soon as he obtains it, without 
forming the slightest hope of safety, he leaves the line 
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zrA throws down his aims, to draw upon himself the 
fire of his comrades. Thb despairing effort saves a 
number of them, who, risking everything, and braving 
the most unsurmountable dangers, succeed in escaping^ 
and sometimes go over to the enemy. The king is 
not deceived concerning the hatred which his iron 
will inspires in the army, and yoa perhaps know his 
reply to the Duke of Brunswick, who was present at 
one of his great reviews, and never tired of admir- 
ing the bearing and the superb manoeuvres of his 
troops. ' Does the collection and appearance of so 
many fine men surprise you?* said Frederick; 'there 
is something which astonishes me far more.* — ' \Vhat 
is that?' asked the young duke. — 'It b that you and 
I are safe in the midst of them,' replied the Idi^.'* 

"Baron, dear baron, this is the reverse of the 
medal," said Count Hoditz. ** Men can accomplish 
nothing miraculously. How could Frederick be the 
greatest general of his age if he were as gentle as a 
dove? Come, let us talk no more of it I Yon will 
compel me, his natural enemy, to take his partagainst 
you, his aide-de-camp and his favorite." 

'' From the manner in which he treats his favorites 
in a moment of caprice, one may judge," replied 
Trenck, '' of his behavior to his slaves. Let us not talk 
of him — you are right ; for as I thmkof him, I have a 
diabolical desire to go back to the wood and strangle 
with my own hands his zealous purveyors of human 
flesh, whom I spared from a stupid and cowardly pru- 
dence." 
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The baron's anger pleased Consuelo* She listened 
with interest to his animated pictures of military life 
in Prussia, and not knowing that personal irritation 
was part of the cause of his courageous indignation, 
she saw in it the indication of a noble character* 
And yet there was real grandeur in the soul of Trenck* 
This handsome and haughty young man was not bom 
to bend. There was a great difference in this respect 
between him and hb accidental travelling companion, 
the rich and proud Hoditz. The coun^ who had 
been the terror and despair of his teachers in his 
chiklhood, had at last been left to himself f and 
although he had passed the age of noisy excesses, 
there was still something childish in his manners and 
his language which contrasted strangely with his her- 
culean figure and his handsome face, somewhat marked 
by forty years of fatigue and debauchery. The super- 
^ fidal education which he displayed from time to time, 

! he had gained from novels, from the fashionable phil- 

osophy and from frequenting the theatre. He prided 
himself on being an artist, and lacked depth and dis- 
cernment in that as in everything else. Still, his grand 
air, his exquisite affability, his fine and pleasant ideas, 
quickly impressed the imagination of young Haydn, 
who preferred him to the baron, perhaps because of 
the more pronounced attention which Consuelo paid 
tothelattec. 

The baron, on the- contrary, had received a thor- 
ough education ; and if the prejudices of courts and 
the passions of youth had often blinded him to the 
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reality and the value of human greatness, he had pre- 
served at the bottom of his heart that independence 
of feeling and that equity of principle which q>ring 
from serious study and from the noble instincts devel- 
oped by education. His vigorous character might 
have become deadened by the blandishments of 
power; but he had never been able to bend so fiur 
that he would not revolt, furious and blazing, at the 
slightest stroke of injustice. Frederick's handsome 
page had touched his lips to the poisoned chalice; 
but love, an absolute, rash, exalted love, had come to 
revive his audacity and his perseverance. Wounded 
in the tenderest feelings of his heart, he had raised 
his head, and braved to his £u:e the tyrant who wished 
to bring him to his knees. 

At the period of our story, he appeared not more 
than twenty years of age. A forest of brown hair, 
which he would not sacrifice to Frederick's childish 
discipline, shaded his broad brow. Hb figure was 
magnificent, his eyes dazzling, hb mustache black as 
ebony, his hand white as alabaster, though strong as 
an athlete's, and his voice fresh and manly as his fiioe^ 
his thoughts and the hopes of his heart. 

Consuelo thought of this mysterious love which was 
incessantly upon his lips, and which no longer teemed 
ridiculous to her as she observed, in his outbursts and 
his reticences, the mixture of natural impetuosi^ and 
well-founded suspicion which kept him continually at 
war with himself and his destiny. She felt, in spite 
of herself a lively curiosity to know the woman who 
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formed the subject of the thoughts of so handsome a 
young man, and she found herself oflering up earnest 
and romantic prayers for the happiness of these two 
lovers. She did not find the day tedious, as she had 
expected when she saw that she would have to 
undergo the constnunt caused by the presence of two 
strangers of a rank so different firom her own. At 
Venice she had obtained the notion, and at Reisenbuig 
she had formed the habit, of the politeness, good man* 
ners and well-chosen conversation which formed the 
best side of what was then termed good society. 
While she maintained her reserve, therefore, and never 
spoke unless she was addressed, she felt entirely at her 
ease, and made comments silently upon all that she 
heard. Neither the baron nor the count appeared to 
notice her disguise. The former paid but little atten- 
tion to her or Joseph. If he addressed a few words 
to them, he turned to the cotmt and continued his re- 
maiks; and soon, though he spoke earnestly, he 
seemed to fpiget him too, and to converse with hb 
own thoughts, like a mind which is fed with its own fire. 
As for the count, he was by turns grave as a king and 
sparkling as a French marquise. He would take his 
tablets firom his pocket and make notes with the 
solemnity of a philosopher or a diplomat ; then he 
would read them over, in a sing-song tone, and Con* 
sudo perceived that they were gaUant and tender lit- 
tle verses in French. Sometimes^ he would recite 
them to the baron, who declared them admirable 
without listening to them. Sometimes he would con* 
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tok Consuek) good-naturedly^ and would ask her, with 
an air of fidse modesty, — 

•<\Vhat do you think of that, my little friend? You 
understand French, do you not ? " 

Consueloy irritated at this feigned condescendoo, 
which seemed striving to dazzle her, could not resist 
the temptation to point out two or three faulu which 

she found in a quatndn, ^ To Beauty.** Her mother . , . 

had Uught her to speak well the languages which she j '^ 

herself sang easify and with a certain elegance. Coo- 
suelo^ studious and seeking in everything the harmony^ 
rhythm and predson triiich her muscal oiganization 
suggested, had found in books the key and the rules 
of these different languages. She had especially studied 
prosody by practising the translation of lyric poetry, 
and by adapting foreign words to national airs, to 
understand their rhythm and accent. In thb way she 
had succeeded in learning the rules of versification in 
several languages, and it was not diflfcuk for her to 
point out the errors of the Moravian poet. 

Astonished at her knowledge, but unwilling to doubt 
his own, Hoditz consulted the baron, who decided in 
favor of the little mundan. From that moment the 
count busied himself exdunvdy with her, but without 
appearing to suspect her real age xx sex. He only 
asked where he had been brou^^t up, that he knew so 
well the laws of Parnassus. 

''At the free school of the singing foundation of .. 
Venice.- 

** It seems that the studies in that country are mcHre 
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thorough than in Germany ; and where did your com- 
rade study?** 

** At the cathedral of Yicnnay** replied Joseph. 

** My children," said the count, ** I think that you 
both have plenty of intelligence and aptitude. At 
our first resting-place I will examine you in music, 
and if you perform all that your Caices and your man* 
ners promise, I will engage you for my orchestra or my 
theatre at RoswakL I really should like to present 
you to my spouse the princess; what do you say? It 
would be a fortune for such children as you.'* 

Consuelo was seized with a strong desire to laugh 
when she heard the count propose to examine Haydn 
and herself in muac She could only bow respect- 
fully, making great efforts to control her face. Joseph, 
feeling more strongly the advantages for him of a new 
protection, thanked the count and did not refuse. 
Hoditz, resuming his tablets, read Consuelo naif of a 
little Italian opera, singularly detestable and full of 
barbarisms, which he intended to set to music him* 
sel( and have performed upon his wife's festival, by 
hb actors, in his theatre at his castle, or, to speak 
more properly, at his residence ; for, fancying himself 
a prince in right of his margrave, he always spoke in 
this way. 

Consuelo nudged Joseph from time to time, to call 
his attention to the count's absurdities, and, overcome 
by ennui, she thought that, to be seduced by such 
madrigals, the beauty of the hereditary margraviate 
of Baireuth, with the appanage of Culmbach, must be 
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a yrjttf silly person, in spite of her tides, her age and 

her love affidn. | | ^ 

While reading and declaiming, the count kept nib- ] 

Uing bonbons to moisten his throat, and offering diem !| ' 

continually to the young travellers, who^ having eaten * ' H) 

nothing since the day before, and being fiunt with I it I 

hunger, accepted, for lack of something better, these 
dainties, better fitted to deceive than to satisfy their 
appetites, saymg to themselves that the count's sugar- 
plums and rhymes were a very insuflSdent nouxisb- t ; ff 
ment 1^ '' 

At last, towards evening, they saw upon the horizon 
the forts and the spires of Passau, where Consnelo had 
thought, that morning, that she would never arrive. 
This spectacle, after so many dangers and frights, was 
almost as welcome to her as would formeriy have been 

that of Venice ; and when they crossed the Danube, ni 

she could not help giving Joseph a grasp of the hand. - ' I ) (' 

** Is he your brother? " asked die count, who had vl SM 

not yet thought of asking this quesdoo. '^'"^ 

"Yes, my lord," replied Consuelo, at a venture^ to 
rid herself of hb curiosi^. 

<< Yet you do not look alike," said the count 

'< There are so many children who do not resemble \ .fl 

their fathers I " replied Joseph gayly. .' i . ' J 

"You were not brought up together? " \A | 

"No, mylord; in our wandering life one is.brought ^ ' ^^ 

up where and as one can." 

"I do not know why, but it appeared to me^" said 
the count to Consuelo, lowering his voice, " that 70a 
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were weO bora. Evexything in your person and yqar 
hngoage reveab a natural distinction.'*.- '*" ^ 

. ''I do not know how I Was bonv my lord,** she 
replied laughing. ** I must have been bom' of a 
fiunOy of musicians^ for I love nothing in the worid 
but music.*' : . 

** Why are you dressed like a Moravian peasant? *^ 

" Because my dothes were worn out in travelling, 
and I bouj^ these at a fieur in that country.** 

** Then you have been in Moravia? At Roswald, 
"perhaps?** ^ f 

''Yesi in the neighborhood, my lord,** replied 
Consuek) roguishly; ** I have seen from a distance, 
widiout venturing to approach them, your superb do- 
main, your statues, your cascades, your gardens^ your 
mountains, — wonders, a real £ury palace I ** 

^ You: have seen all these?** cried the count, 
astonished that she had not told him before, and not 
observing that Consuelo, who had heard him describe 
the beauties of his residence for the last two houn^ 
couU easily describe diem after him. ** Oh 1 then 
yoa must be eager to go back there 1 ** 

^ I am burning with eagerness, now that I have the 
happiness of knowing you,** replied Consuelo, who 
wished to avenge herself for the reading of his opera 
by laughing at him. 

She sprang li^tlyoutof the boat la which diey had 
crossed the river, crying out with an exaggerated 
German accent^ — 

<<0Fas8anl Isaluteyoal" \ * ^ 
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The berlin carried them to the dwelling of % rich- f ! \ H 

lord, a friend of the count, absent at that moment, • \ \ 'J 

but whose hoose was destined for their resting-place. 
They, were expected, and the servants were preparing 
sapper, which was promptly served to them. * ^ i\ 

The connt, who took an extreme pleasure in the - 1 v \ 

conversation of his little musician (it was thus that he V I E f 

called Consuelo), would have Kked to have them 
at his own table, but the fear of committing an im- 
propriety which might displease the baron prevented 3 \ \A 

him. ' Consuelo and Joseph were well content to eat ll' '[ ' 

in the kitchen, and made no objection to ritting down 
with the servants. Haydn had never yet been treated 
with more honor at the houses of the lords who had 
admitted him to their fetes, and although the senti* \ \ j> i 

ment of art had elevated his heart sufficiently loa him 
to understand the contumely of such treatment, he 
recollected without fiilse shame that his mother had 
been the cook of Count Harrach, the lord of his vil- 
lage. In later years, when he had reached the devd* 

opment of his genius, Haydn was no more highly wi|^ 

valued as a man by his protectors. He spent five- l]|) |j 

and-twenty years in the service of Prince l^erhazy ; 
and when we sayin the service, we do not mean that 
it was as a musician only. Faer saw him, with nap- 
kin in hand and sword at side, standing behind Us | 
master's chair and filling the office of maitre-dliotel ; 
that is to say, of chief servant, according to the cus- 
tom of the age and country. 

Consuek) had not eaten with servants since her 
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travels as a child with her mother, the ZingareOa. 
She was greatly amused at the fine airs of these 
lackeys of a great family^ who considered themselves 
humiliated by the presence of two little strollers^ and 
who not only put them by themselves at the end of 
the table, but served them with the poorest morsels. 
Their appetites and their natural abstemiousness 
caused them to find the supper excellent, and their 
pleasant looks having disarmed these haughty sjnrits, 
they were requested to make some music to enliven 
the dessert of these gentlemen's gentlemen. Joseph 
revenged himself for dieir contempt by playing upon 
his violin for them, very obligingly; and C^isudo 
herself who felt scarcely any traces of the morning's 
fatigue and suflfering, was beginning to sing, when 
word came that the count and the baron were 
demanding the music for their own amusement. 

It was impossible not to comply. After the hdp 
which these lords had given them, Consuelo would 
have thought a refusal ungrateful, and to excuse them- 
selves on the ground of fetigue and hoarseness would 
have been impossible, since their voices, ascending 
from the kitchen to the dining-room, had been heard 
by the masters. 

She followed Joseph, who, like herself was prepared 
to endure cheerfully all the vicissitudes of their pil- 
grimage; and when they had entered a handsome 
room where, by the light of twenty candles, the gen- 
tlemen, with their elbows on the table, were finishing 
their last bottle of Hungarian wine, they remained 
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ttaDding by the door, after die custom <tf mnddjuis of 
low degree, and began to dng die little ItaBan doett 
which they had learned upon the monntaint. 

''Be careful I** said Consuelo, dyljr, .to Joaeph, 
befixe they began; "remember that die count it ' ' I 

going to examine us in music Let us tiy to acquit | 

oursdres wefl* 

The count was highly flattered by this observation; 
the baron had placed the portrait of hb mysterious 
Dukinea upon his down-turned plate, and did not 
ai^>ear inclined to Bsten. 

Consuelo took care not to display her voice or her 
poweis. Her assumed sex did not admit ctf such vd- 
▼ety tones, and the age which she appeared in her 
disguise would not have warranted such consummate 
skin. She sang in a childish Toice, somewhat hoarse, 
as if prematurely worn by excessive work in the open 
9ix. It was an amusement for her, also^ to imitate 
the simple awkwardness and the venturesome orna- 
ments which she had so often heard among the Tene- 
tian chiMren. But although she played this mudcal 
parody to perfection, there was so much natund taste 
in her performance, the duet was sung with such qririt ^ 
and smoothness, and this popular air was so fresh and 
so original, that the baron, who was an excellent mu- 
ridan, and admirably appreciative of all the arts, put 
his portrait back m his breast, raised his head, moved 
about on his chair and ended by cb^ping ha hands 
vigorously, exclaiming that it was the truest and most 
touching music that he had ever heard. As for Count 
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Hoditz, who was full of FuchSy Rameau and his classic 
authors, he enjoyed less this kind of composition and 
this manner of rendering. He said that the baron 
was a northern barbarian, and that his two proteges 
were intelligent enough, but that he would be obliged 
to draw them, by hb lessons, from the slough of igno- 
rance. His mania was to form his artists himsdf ; and 
he said in a sententious tone, as he shook his head, -^ 
/ ) ''There is some good in them, but there is much to 

find &ult with. Well, we will correct all that ! " 

He imagined that Joseph and Consudo already 
belonged to him, and formed part of his muacal es- 
tablishment. Then he asked Ha}'dn to play upon the 
violin, and as Joseph had no reason for concealing 
hb talent, he performed admirably an air of his own 
composition which was remarkably well written for the 
instrument. The count was entirely satisfied with this. 

''Your place is easily found," he said. " You shall 

be my first violin, and you will suit roe perfectly. 

But you must also practise upon the viole-d*amoiir« 

which I like above everything. I will teach you how 

' to pby upon it.'* 

"Are you also satisfied with my comrade, sir?" 
said Consuelo to Trenck, who had become thoughtful 
again. 

"So well sadsfied," he replied, "that if I spend 
some time in Vienna, I will have no teacher but 
him!" 

"I win teach you the viole-d'amour," said the 
count, " and I ask you for the preference." 
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•<I Uke the violin and this teacher better,** replied 
the baron, whose preoccupaticm canted him to be ex- 
cearivdy frank. 

. He took the violin and played from memory widi 
great parity and expreaskm several phrases ot the 
piece which Joseph had Just perfonn^d, and then, 
handing it back to him, said with nncere modesty, — 

*< I wished to show yon that I am only fit to become 
your pupil, but that I can learn with attention and 
docility.'^ • . i » ^ - . - 

Consuelo asked him to play something else, and he 
consented without affectation* He had talent, taste 
and intelligence* Hodits gave exaggerated pndse to 
thecompoationofthepiece^ " ;• .^ 

<«Itis not very good,'* replied Trenck,''for it is 
my own; but I love it, because it |deased my prin- 



The count made a frightful grimace to warn him to 
be careful of hb words. IVenck did not even notice 
it, and, lost in his own thoughts, he ran the bow over 
the strings bs some moments; then, throwing the 
violin upon the taUe, he rose, and walked to and fro 
with great strides, pas^ng his hand over hb brow. 
At last he turned to the count, and said, — 

** I must wish you good-nij^t, my dear count I 
am obliged to start before daybreak, for the carriage 
which I ordered is to come for me at three o*dock. 
As you spend the whole morning here, I shall proba- 
bly not see you agam before you reach Vienna. I 
shall be glad to see you there, and to thank you agiun 
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for the pleasure I have had in your companjr daring 
this part of my jouiney. I am devoted to you from 
my heart for life.** 

They pressed each other's hands repeatedly, and as 
the baron was going out of the room, he went up to 
Joseph and gave him several pieces of gold, saying, — 

''This is on account of the lessons which you must 
give me in Vienna; you will find me at the Prussian 
embassy.". 

He made a little motion of the head to Ccmsuek)^ 
andsaid,-* 

''As for you, if ever I find you as drummer ex 
trumpeter in my regiment, we will desert together," 
and he went out, after again saluting the count. 
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CHAPTER XV, 

As soon as Count Hodits was alone with the mnsi- 
dansy he felt more at his ease, and became ver/ 

communicattve. His fitvorite mania was to affect the ' i'^i 

chapel-master, and play the role of impressaria He . ,^m| 

wished, therefore, to begin Consuelo's education on ^ -'^1 

the spot 

''Come here,^ he said, ''and sit down. We are 
alone, and you will not listen attentively with a league 
between us. Do you sit down also," he said to Joseph, 
" and profit by the lesson. You have not the loMt 
idea how to trill," he said, speaking to the great 
prima donna. "Listen to me; this is how it is 
done.** 

He sang a commonplace phrase, in which he intror 
duccd several of these ornaments in a very vulgar 
fashion. Consuelo amused herself by repeating the 
phrase, making the trill inversely. 

"That is not it ! " cried the count, in a stentorian 
voice, as he pounded on the table. " You did not 
listen." 

He began all over again, and Consuelo mutilated 
the ornament even more nncouthly and exasperating^y ' ' K |j 

than at first, thou^ she remained serious, and affected iV 

agreateffortof attention and win. Joseph was chok- !| 



' 






ill 



Digitized by 



Google \l 



i • 

ft 

i- 

i aoa CONSUELO. 

i ing, and was obliged to coagh to hide a convulsive 

\ laugh. 

V **La,laylaytralaytialar* sang the count, mimicking 

his pupil, and starting back on his chair with all the 

I , symptoms of a furious rage which he did not in the 

\ I least feel, but which he thought necessary to the dig- 

I nity and impressiveness of his character* 

( Consuelo made fim of him for a quarter of an houir^ 

' ^ and wlien she had had enough of i^ sang the trill with 

all the distinctness of which she was capable,^ 

j> ^ Bravo! bravissimol" cried the count, sinking 

I back in his chair; ''at last it is perfect ! I knew that I 

. could make you do it I If I take the first peasant I 

V meet, I am sure to form him and teach him in a day 
I \ what others do not teach in a year I Let us have this 

phrase once more, and mark all the notes li^^dy, with- 
out seeming to touch them — that is still better, it 
could not be improved I We will make something of 
you yet I " and the count wiped his brow, although 
there was not a drop of moisture on it. 

!* Now for the cadenza with the fall and turn of the 
throat,^ he said. He gave her an example with that 
ease which the poorest chorus nngers acquire by imi- 
tatmg the leading artists, admiring nothing in their 
style but their tricks of vocalism, and thinking them- 
selves as skilful as they because they succeed in 
mimicking themi. * 

Consudo amused herself again by putting the count 
into oneof those assumed rages which he loved to dis- 
play when he was mounted on his hobby, and ended 
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by ^ging him t cadenza so perfect and to prolonged 
that he was forced to cry oot^ — : 

<< Enough, enough I That is it ; you have it now. 
I was very sure that I should give you the key 1 Let 
us go on to the roulade* You learn with surprising ; M 

ease, and I wish I always had such pupib as yoo.** \' \ 

Consuelo, who was beginning to feel tired and ^ 1 

sleepy, greatly shortened the lesson in roulades. She | ' 

did obediently all of them that her opulent pedagogue 

prescribed, no matter how bad their taste, and allowed < | 

her beautiful \'oice to sound clearly, being no longer j^ ij^lj 

afraid of betraying herself since the count wis re- ^ ' 

solved to ascribe to himself even the sudden brilHancy 
and the heavenly purity which her voice dbplayed 
more and more every momeoL .. 

'' How much clearer it becomes, as I show hun bow 
to open his mouth and deliver his voice 1" said he to 

Joseph, turning towards him with an air of triumph. V 

''Qeamess in teachinj^. perseverance, example, -« • ;'|t|| 

those are the three things with which one can quickly ' 

form singers, and speakers. We will go on with the 
lessons to-morrow, for there are ten lessons to take^ \ 1||1 

after which you win know how to sing. We have the ' \ i ||( 

cauUf theyKd/AF, Utitportdi voix Unu, etc You can go 
to bed now; I have had rooms prepared for yon in this 
palace. I shall remain, here until noon to-morrow. 
You win breakfast and go to "N^enna with me. Con? ^ 
sider yourselves in my service fix>m this time. To 
begin with, Joseph, go and tell my valet to come an4 | iV 

light me to my apartment You,** he said to Consnek^ | f ' 
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i ''remidn, ami repeat the last roalade I taij^tyo^ I 

am not perfectly satisfied with it** 
\- Joseph had scarcely left the room, when the comit, 

• taking Consoelo*s hands with very expresrive look% 
tried to draw her to him. Interrupted in her raalade» 
Consuek) looked at him in much astonishment, think- 
ing that he wished to make her beat time ; but she 
quickly withdrew her hands and recoiled to the end 



I 



I'V of the table when she saw hb blazing eyes and hb 

voluptuous smile. 

(*< Come, are 3rou going to play die prude? " said the 
count, resuming his indolent and hauj^ty air. ^ Well, 
I my child, we have a lover? He is very ugly, the poor 

I wretch, and I hope that henceforth you wiO give him 

) up. Your fortune b made if you do not hesitate, for 

f I dislike delay. Yon are a charming giil, foil of in- 

telligence and sweetness; you please me gready, and 
/ at the first glance I cast on you, I saw that you were 

^ not made to gad about with tins Utde rascaL But I 

] win care for him ; I will send him to Roswald, and 

( takechaigeof hbfotnre. As for you, you will remain 

at ^enna. I will fodge you suitably, and, if you are 
prudent and modest, I will even take you into sodety. 
When you have learned music, you shall be the prima 
donna of my theatre, and you will meet your little 
fijend when I take you to my residence. Is it under* 
stood?- 

/ ^Yes, my lord count,** replied Consuelo with great 

gravity, and making a low bow, *< it b quite tmdep> 
( stood.- 
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At that moment Joseph oune back with the valet, 
who bore two candles, and the coant went out, giving 
Joseph a little tap on the cheek, and Consuelo a 
meaning smile. 

'' He is ridiculous in the extreme/* said Joseph to 
his companion, when he was alone with hec 

'< More than you think,'* she replied thoughtfully. 

'« Wen, all the same, he is the best man in the 
world, and he will be very useful to roe at Vienna.** 

''Yes, at Vienna, as much as you like, Beppo; but 
at F^issau he wUl not be, the least in the world, I can 
tell you that. AVhere are our bundles?" 

'' In the kitchen. I will get them, and take them 
up to our rooms, which are charming, they say. At 
last you will have some rest 1 ** - 

''Good Joseph 1" said Consuelo, shrugging her 
shoulders. " Hurry and fetch your bundle, and give 
up all thoughts of your fine room, and the good bed 
where you expected to sleep so soundly. We must 
leave this house at once ; do you hear? Be quick, <x 
they will certainly dose the doors." 

"What do you mean?" cried Haydn, who thought 
he was dreaming; "are these great lords crimps 
too?" 

" I am much more afraid of Hoditz than of Mayer," 
replied Consuelo impatiently; "come, hurry, make 
haste, or I shall leave yon and go alone ! " 

There was so much resolution and energy in Con- 
suelo's look that Haydn, who was dazed and astounded, 
hastened to obey her. He came back in three min- 
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ll met with the knapsack conUining the books and the 

i' clothes, and three minutes later they had left the 

palace without being observed by any one, and were 
i wen on their way to the suburb at the other end of 

/ the town. 

'{ They entered a poor inn, and hired two Utde rooms, 

for which they paid in advance, that they might be 
able to leave as early as they wished, without any 
fl delays 

** Will you not at least tell me the cause of this new 
l' alarm?*' said Joseph to Consuelo, as he was bidding 

\ her good night at the door of her room. 

^ Sleep in peace,'* she replied, '' and know, in two 
words, that we have little to fear now* The count 
guessed, with his eagle glance, that I did not belong 
i to his own sex, and has honored me with a declara- 

tion which was singularly flattering to my vanity. 
( Good-night, friend Beppo ; we will be off before day, 

I I will shake your door to wake you.** ' 

I The next day the ri»ug sun dione upon our young 

1 ' traveUert sailing down the Danube, widi a satisfaction 

t as pure, and hearts as light, as the waves of that noUe 

I. river. They had taken passage on the bark of an old 

{ boatman, who was carrying goods to Lintz. He was 

I an honest fellow, with whom they were satisfied, and 

i who did not interfere with their conversation* He did 

not understand a word of Italian, and as his boat was 
j suffidently loaded, he took no other passengers, which 

[' gave them at last the sense of security and the rest of 

'l body and mind which they needed to enjoy fully the 
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fine views which their sail presented at every torn. 
The weather was magnificent There was a very dean 
little cabin to the boat, where Consuelo could go to 
rest her eyes from the glare of the water; but she had 
become so accostomed daring the preceding days to ^' j 

the open air and the sunlight, that she preferred to 
spend almost all her time stretched upon the balea^ 
delightfully engaged in watching the rocks and trees 
on the banks, which seemed to glide away behind her. 
She could make music with Haydn at her ease, and 
the comic recollection of the muac-mad Hodits 
mingled much gayety with their warUings* Joseph 
imitated him to perfection, and felt a malidous joy at 
the thought of his disappointment. Their lanj^ter 
and their songs enlivened and charmed the old sailor, 
who was passionately fond of music, like all die Ger- 
man common people. He also sang them some ain^ 
in which they found a nautical expression, and triiidi 
Consuelo learned from him, with the wnds. They 
completely won his heart by treating him to the best 
they could get at the landing where they bought their 
provisions, and this day was the most peaceful and 
pleasant which they had yet passed since the beginning 
of their journey. . . 

<< Excellent Banm Trenck 1 ** said Joseph, as he . rj% 

changed one of the Imlliant pieces of gcddidikh that [ [^ 

lord had given him; <<it is to him that I owe tibe 
power of preserving the divine Porporina frombtigue^ 
famine, danger, — from all the evils which poveitj 
brings in its train. And yet I did not like him at firrt^ 
thb noble and benevolent baron 1 ** 
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208 CONSURLO. 

^Yes,** said ConsuelOy '' joa preferred the count. 
Now I am glad that he confined himself to promises^ 
and did not soil our hands with his gifts.** 

^After all, we do not owe him anything^** said 
Joseph. ** Who was the first to have the idea and 
form the resolution of fighting the recruiters? It 
was the baron ; the count cared nothing for it, and 
only joined from complaisance and from a sense of 
his position. Who ran the risk of a ball in his hat, 
very near the brain? Again the baroo^l _ Who 
wounded, and perhaps killed, the infiunous Pistola? 
Who saved the deserter, at his own cost, perhaps, and 
at the risk of the anger of a terrible master? And, 
|i I finally, who respected and pretended not to perceive 

your sex? Who appreciated the beauty of your 
Italian airs, and the good taste of your style?" 

** And the genius of Joseph Haydn? " added Con* 
suelo smiling; ''the baron, still the baron.** - 

''No doubt,** said Haydn, to repay her for her 
malicious insinuation; " and it is very lucky, perhaps, 
for a noble and beloved absent one, of whom I have 
heard, that the declaration of love for the divine F6r- 
porina came from the ridiculous count, instead of 
being made by the brave and fascinating baron.** 

"Beppo," said Consuelo, with a melancholy smile, 
"the absent are never wronged but by ungratefid and 
cowardly hearts. That is why the baron, who is 
generous and true, and is in love with a mysterious 
beauty, could never have thought of paying court to 
me. I ask you yourself — would yon sacrifice so 
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easiljr the lave of your betrothed and the £uthfufaie» i 

of your heart to the first passiDg fimcy?" 

^ You could never be a passing fimcy fiv any one,^ 
said Beppo sighing deeply, *^ and the baron mig^ be 
veiy excusable for forgetting all his loves, past and 
present, when he saw yoo.** 

''You are becoming gallant and complimentaij, 
Beppo. I see that you have profited by the count's 
society, but may you never marry a margravine, and 
never learn how love is treated when (Hie marries for 
money!" 

Having reached Lintz in the evening, they dept 
there without fear and without care for the morrow. 
As soon as Joseph waked, he hastened to buy shoes^ 
linen and various little refinements.*of male dress for 
himself and yet more for Consuelo, who was able to 
make herself fine and handsome, as she said jestingly, 
to go about the town and the neighborhood. The 
old boatman had told them that if he coukl find a 
cargo for Moelk, he would take them on board the 
next day, and carry them twenty leagues more down 
the Danube. They passed that day at Lintz, there* 
fore, and amused themselves in climbing the hiU and 
exanuning the castle at the bottom and that at the 
top, from which they could contemplate the majestic 
meanderings of the stream through the fertile plains 
of Austria. From there they also saw a sight which 
amused them greatly; it was Count Hoditz's beriin, 
which was triumphantly entering the town. They 
recognized the carriage and the livery, and amused 
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themselves by making him low bows firom so great 
a distance that thef could not be seen. At lasl^ 
towards evenings they went to the river bank, where 
they found their boat loaded with merchandise for 
Moelkf and they gladly made a new bargain with thdr 
old pilot. They embarked before dawn, and saw the 
tranquil stars shining above their heads^ while the 
reflections of these stars ran in a long silver network 
over the moving surface of the water. This day was 
not less pleasant than the preceding one. Joseph 
had only one regret, and that was the thought that 
they were approaching Vienna, and that thb journey, 
the suflerings and perib of which he forgot, remem* 
bering only its delightful moments, was soon to draw 

to a dose. 

At Moelk they were obliged to part from their 
good pilot, and it was not without regret In the 
boats in which they could have continued* their 
journey, they did not find the same chances of isola- 
tion and security* Consuelo felt reposed^ refreshed 
and inured to accidents of all sorts. She proposed 
to Joseph that they should resume their journey on 
foot until something new occurred. They had still 
twenty leagues to go, and this mode of travel was not 
very speedy. But Consuelo, although she persuaded 
herself that she was impatient to resume the dress of 
her sex and the proprieties of her position, was at the 
bottom of her hearty it must be adnutted, as little 
derirous as Joseph of seeing the end of her expedi- 
tioo. She was too much an artist in all the fibres of 
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her organization not to love the liberty, the danger, 
the acts of courage and address, the continual and 
varied spectacle of that nature which the pedestrian 
alone can enjoy thoroughly, and, in short, all the 
romantic activi^ of a wandering and soHtazy life. 

I call it solitary, reader, to express a secret and 
mysterious impression which it is easier for you to 
comprehend than for me to explain. It ts^ I think, 
a condition of the mind which has not been named in 
our language, but which you must recollect, if you 
have travelled fzx from home on foot alone, or with 
another self, or even like Consuelo, with an agreeable^ 
pleasant, cheerful companion, whose brain is in uni* 
son with your own. At such moments, if you were 
free from all present care, from all motives for anx- 
iety, you felt, I have no doubt, a sort of strange and 
perhaps somewhat selfish joy, as you said to yound( 
''At this moment nobody is troubled about me, and I 
am troubled about nobody. No one knows where I 
am. Those who control my life might look for me in 
vain; they could not discover me in this spot, un- 
known to every one, new even to me myself in whidi 
I have taken refuge. Those whom my life acts upon 
and disturbs are resting from me, as I am from my 
action upon them. I belong wholly to myself both 
as master and as slave." For there is not one of n% 
reader, who is not, in reference to a certain group kA 
individuals, by turns and simultaneously, s om ew ha t 
slave, somewhat master, whether he will or not^ widi* 
out admitting it and without pretending to it 
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21% CONSUELO. 

No one knows where I ami Surel/ that is a 
thought of solitude which has iu charm, — an unspeak* 
able chamiy cruel in appearance, legitimate and ten- 
der in £u:tl WearemadetolivealifeofredprodtjT. 
The road of duty is long and rough, and has no hori- 
zon but death, which is perhaps scared/ the rest of a 
night Let us go on, then, and not spare our feet 1 
J But i^ in rare and happ/ circumstances^ when rest 

i can be harmless and solitude without remorse, a green 

path presents itself to our steps, let us profit "by a few 
I hours of isolation and contemplation. These hours of 

indifference are very necessary to an active and cour- 
ageous man to renew his strength; and I say that the 
more you are eaten up by the xeal of the house of 
God (which b nothing else than humanity), the more 
fit are you to appreciate a few moments of solitude 
to recover your self-possessioa. A selfish. man is 
alone always and eveiywhere. His heart is never 
tried by loving, suffering and persevering; it b ineit 
and cold, and no more needs sleep and silence than 
does a corpse. The man who loves is rarely akme, and 
when he ii^ he feels the better for it. His soul can 
enjoy a suspension of activity which is like the deep 
sleep of a vigorous body. This sleep is good evi- 
dence of past fatigues, and the precursor of new 
efforts^ for trfiich it prepares him. ■ I can hardly be* 
Heve in the grief of those who do not strive to dtveit 
' their minds^ or in the devotion of those who never 

I need to rest Their grief is a prostration irfiidi 

shows that they are broken or dead, and would no 
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longer have strength to love that which thejr have 
lost ; and their devotion without pause and without 
fiulure of activity conceals some shameful covetous* 
nessy some selfish and guOty compensation which I 
distrust. 

These reflections, though somewhat too long^ are 
not out of place in the story of the life of Consueloy 
who had an active and devoted soul, if ever there was 
one, but who might yet be accused of selfishness and 
frivolity by those who do not know how to compre- 
hend her. 
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CHAPTER XVL • 

On the first day of this new journey, as our travei* 
leis were crossing a wooden bridge over :a small 
stream, they saw a poor beggarwoman holding a little 
girl in her arms and crouching against the parapet, as 
she held out her hand to the passers. The .child was 
pale and ill, the woman was wan and trembling with 
fever. Consuelo was filled with sympathy and pity 
for these unfortunates, who reminded her of her 
mother and her own childhood* 

''We were sometimes like that," she said to Joseph, 
who understood the aDusion, and stopped with her to 
question the beggar. 

''AlasT* said the woman, ''I was very happy only a 
few days ago. I am a peasant from the neighborhood 
of Harmanitz in Bohemia. Five years ago I married 
a tan, handsome cousin of mine, who was the most 
laborious of workmen and the best of husbands. After 
a year of marriage, my poor Carl, who had gone to 
cut wood upon the mountain one day, disappeared 
suddenly and without its being possible for any one to 
learn what had become of him. I sank beneath want 
and griet I thought that my husband had fallen over 
aome precipice, or that wolves had devoured him. 
Although I could have married again, the uncertainty 
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respecting lut fiue and the lore which I bore him fbr* 
bade me to think of it CHit boirwcD I was repaid 
for it» m jT diildrett 1 Last year there was a knock at 
my door one evening; I opened it and fell upon my 
knees, seeing my husband before me. But what a 
state he was in, good heaven 1 He looked Uke a 
ghost. He was thin and yellow, with haggard ejes 
and hair stiffened with iddes^ and his feet were all 
bloody, — his pocMT bare feet which had travdled I know 
not how many hundred kagoes over the most fearfol 
roadi^ in the most bitter winter weather. But he was 
so happy at finding his wife and his poorUtde gid that 
he soon recovered lus courage, hb health, hu strengtii 
and his fine appearance. He toU me that he had^ 
been carried off by villains idio took him fer away^ 
beside the sea, where they sold him to the King o£ 
Piusaa for a soldier. He had lived for three years in 
die most dreary erf all countries, plyiiq; averyhaish 
trade and receiving blows from morning tin nig^t. At 
last he had succeeded in escaping^ — in deserting^ my 
good children I Fighting deq>erately against those who 
pursued him, he had killed one aikl put out die eye 
of another with a stone. He had travelled day and 
nig^t, hiding in woods and swamps like a wild beut^ he 
had traversed Saxony and Bohemia, and he was saved; 
he was restored to me 1 Ah, how happy we were an that 
winter, in spite of our poverty and die iticlemenqr of 
the season 1 We had but one fear, and that was to see 
those Urds of prey who had been the cause of aU our 
troubles reappear in our nei^^boihood. We resolved 
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to go to Vieima, presenting ourselves to the empress 
and recounting oar misfortunes to her, so as to obtain 
her protection, militaxj service for my husband and 
subsistence for me and my child; but I fell ill from 
the shock I experienced on seeing my poor Carl, and 
we were compelled to pass the whole winter and sum- 
mer in our mountains, always waiting for the moment 
^ J when I should be able to undertake the journey, 

' I always keeping on our guard and sleeping with one 

I eye open* At last the happy moment arrived ; I felt 

j strong enough to travel, and my little girl, though she 

too was ill, was to make the journey in her Other's 
I |, arms. But an evil destiny was awaiting us when we 

I I came out of our mountains. We were walking tran- 

quilly and slowly along a lonely road, without noticing 
a wagon iriiich for half an hour had been following us 
up the hilL Suddenly it stopped, and three -men got 
out. 'Are you sure it is he?* said one. < Yes, it is 
he,* replied another, who was one-eyed; 'on, on!* 
My husband turned around at these words and said to 
me, 'Ah, they are the Prussians 1 There is the man 
whose eye I put out 1 1 know him 1* — 'Run, run I' I 
said, 'save yourself 1 * He began to fly, when one of 
these abominable men sprang upon me, knocked me 
down and placed a pistol at my head and at my 
child's. My husband would have been saved but for 
this devilish idea, for he ran fester than these villains^ 
and had the start of them. But at the cry which 
escaped from me when I saw my child under the 
muszle of the pistol, Cari turned round, shouted to 
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them not to shoot and began to come back. When 
the wretch who had his foot on my body saw Cail 
within range, he cried, ' Surrender, or I will kill them 1 
Make another step to escape and it is done.* — 'I sur- 
render, I surrender 1 Here I am 1 * cried my poor 
husband, and he began to run towards them fester 
than he had fled from them, in spite of my prayers and 
the signs which I made him to leave us to die. When 
these tigers got their hands upon him, they heaped 
blows upon him and covered him with blood. I 
wished to defend him, and they beat me too. When 
I saw him bound before my eyes I sobbed and filled 
the air with my cries. They told me that they would 
kin my child if I did not keep quiet, and had already 
torn her from my arms, when Cari said to me, <Be 
still, wife, I command you ; think of the child I * I 
obeyed, but the agony which I suffered when I saw 
my husband beaten, bound and gagged, while these 
monsters said to me, 'Yes, yes, cry I You will never 
see him again, we are taking him to be hanged,* was 
so violent that I fell upon the road like one dead. I 
know not how many hours I remained there, stretched 
in the dust When I opened my eyes, it was night; 
my poor child, prostrate upon me, was writhing and 
sobbing fit to break one's heart, and on the road there 
remained only my husband's blood and the marks of 
the wheels of the wagon which had borne him away. 
I stayed there for an hour or two longer, trying to 
warm and console Maria, who was chilled and half 
dead with fear. At last, when I collected my wits, I 
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undeistood that the best thing I coald do was not to 
run after the kidnapperg^ whom I could never catch, 
but to go and make my declaration to the officers at 
Weisenbach, which was the nearest city. This is what 
I did; and then I resolved to continue my journey to 
Vienna^ and cast myself at the feet of the empresi^ 
so that she might at least prevent the King of Frusaa 
from executing the sentence of death upon my hus- 
band. Her Majesty could claim him as her. subject^ 
if they could not catch the recruiters. I thereupon 
used what alms were giveii me in the territory of die 
Ushop of F^issau, where I told of my misfortune, to 
reach the Danube in a cart, and from there I came 
down in a boat to Moelk. But now my resources are 
exhausted. People to whom I tell my story will not 
believe me, and for fear that I am an impostor, give 
me so little that I must continue my journey on foot. 
I shall be fortunate if I arrive in five or six days, for 
illness and despair have exhausted me. Now, my 
dear children, if you are able to give me some little 
alms, do it at once, for I cannot rest any longer; I 
must walk on and on, like the Wandering Jew, until I 
have obtained justice.** 

^ Oh, my good woman, my poor woman I ** cried 
Consudo, pressing the poor creature in her arms, and 
weeping with minj^ed pity and pleasure, ''courage, 
courage I Hope, and set your mind at rest I Your 
husband is free, galloping towards Vienna on a good 
horse, with a well-filled purse in his pocket** 

''What do you mean?*^ cried the deserter's wift^ 
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as her eyes became red as tlood and her Ups trembled 
with a spasmodic movement ''You are sure you have 
seen him? Oh, my God 1 great God 1 God of good> 
nessl** 

''Alas 1 what are yon doing?" said Joseph to Con- l' 

snelo. ''Suppose you are giving her a folae joy; 
suppose the deserter we helped to save is not her 
husband!'' 

"It is he, Joseph; I teU you that it is he 1 Think 
of the one-eyed man, and Pistola's way of acting. 
Recollect that the deserter said he was the &ther of a 
family and an Austrian subject Besides^ it b very 
easy to settle that What is your husband like?** 

" Red hair, greenish eyes, a broad bcit^ six feet two 
inches high, a somewhat flat nose, a low forehead, a 
superb figure." 

"That is it!" said Consuelo, smiUng; "and his 
dress?" \\\ 

"A poor green coat, brown breeches^ gray stock- 
ings." 

"That is right again; and the recruiten^ did yoa 
notice them?" . 

" Did I notice them ? Holy Virgin 1 Their horxiUe 
faces will never disappear from before my eyes." 

Then the poor woman gave a very accurate descrip- 
tion of Pistola, the one-eyed man and the alent man. ^ 

"There was a fourth," she said, "who remained 
beside the horse, and took ik> hand in it He had a 
large, indifferent &ce which appeared to me still more 
cruel than the others; for whfle I was weeping and 
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I they were beadng my husband, binding him with 

\ cords like a murderer, this big man kept dnging and 

{imitating the trumpet with his mouth, as if he had 
been sounding a fimfare, broum, broum, broum, brotun 1 
Ah, what a hard heart 1 ** 
I "Well, that is Mayer,** said Consudo to Joseph. 

|. "Do you still doubt? Had he not a trick of anging 

\i and imitating the trumpet incessantly?** 

y "It is true,'* said Joseph; "then it is Carl that we 

j saw liberated. Thanks be to God 1 ** 

|l "Ah, yes, thanks to the good God before every- 

thing !** said the poor woman, Ming upon her knees. 
"And you, Maria,** said she to her Etde girl, "kiss 
the earth with me to thank our guardian angels and 
the Holy Virgin. Your fiither is found, and we will 
soon see him again.*' 

"Ten me, my dear woman,** said Consuelo, "is not 
Carl also in the habit of kissing the earth when he is 
very happy?*' 

"Yes, my child, he never fiuls to do so. When he 
came back after deserting, he would not cross the 
threshoki of our house until he had kissed it.** 
" Is it a custom of your country ? ** 
"No^ it is a habit of his, which he taught us, and 
which has always brou^^t us good fortune.** 

"Then it is certainly he whom we saw^** replied Con- 
sudo, "for we saw him kiss the earth to thank those 
i idio liberated him. Did you not notice it, Beppo?" 

"Certainly 1 It is he, there can be no doubt of it." 
"Come^ and kt me press you to my hear^" cried 
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Caift wife^ **oli» 700 two angeb of jMrnMBse, who bring 
me foch food newt 1 But tefl me all about il 1 " 

Joseph relaued all that had happened^ and when 
the poor woman had exhausted aO her tnmqx^ts of 
jof and gratitude to heaven and to Joseph and Coo- 
sttdo^ whom she ri|^7 considered her hnsband*s first 
Eberators^ she asked i^iat she could do to find him. 

^l thiiik,'* said Coosuelo^ ''that jou had better 
continue your journey* You will find him in Vienm^ 
if jou do not meet him on the road. His first care 
win be to make his dedaration to Us sovereign^ and 
to ask that the bureaus of administritioQ notify yoi^ 
wherever jrou ma/ be. He will not have fiuled to 
make the same declaration in every important town 
through which he passed, and to inquire concerning 
the road you followed. If you readi Vienna befiwe 
him, do not Cul to notify the administnidon where you 
live, that Carl maybe infi>rmed as soon as he presents 
himselt** 

"But what bureaus, what administntioo? I know 
nothing about all that. A poor peasant like me wiD 
be lost in such a great city." 

«« WeV nid Joseph, «' we have never had any busi- 
ness which would inform us about all that, either; but 
ask the first person you meet to direct you to the 
Prussian embassy* Asik tor Baron**— 

''Take care what you say, Beppo I** said Coosudo 
in an undertme to Joseph, to remind him that he 
must not compromise the baron in this adventure. 

"WeU^Coi' tHodiu?** said Joseph. . 
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t, '^ Yesy the count will do from vanit/ what the other 

would do from charit/. Ask for the palace of the 
Margravine of Bayreuth, and give her huslMuid the 

I note which I shall hand you*" 

r Consuelo tore a blank page out of Joseph's note- 

1 book, and wrote these words :^ 

** Consuelo Porporina, prima donna of the theatre of 
San-Samuel, at Venice — ex-Sgnor Bertoni, strolling 
dnger at Psassau — recommends to the noUe heart d 
Count Hoditz-Roswald the wife of Carl, the deiserter 
whom his lordship rescued from the kidnappers and 
loaded with benefits. Porporina hopes to thank the 
count for his protection In the presence of the mar- 
gravine, if the count will admit her to the honor of 
dnging in the private apartments of Her Highness.** 
' Consuelo wrote the address carefully, and looked at 
Joseph. He understood her and drew out his purse. 
Without consultation, and by a spontaneous movement 
they gave the poor woman the two pieces of gold 
trfiich remained from Trenck's present, that she mig^ 
make the journey in a wagon, and they took her to a 
neighboring village, where they helped her to make her 
bargain for a cheap passage. After they had caused 
\ jjl her to eat something, and procured some dotfaes for 

\ f.j her,— -an expense which fell upon the remunsof thdr 

little fi»tune, — they sent off the happy creature to 
I I whom they had just restored life. Then Consuelo asked 

( (! widi a laugh how much remained in the bottom of the 

purse. Joseph took His violin, shook it near lus ear^ 
andiepliedy-^ 
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^ Nothing but sound 1 ** 

Consuelo tried her voice in the open country by a 
brilliant nmbuley and cried, -— 

" There is plenty of sound 1** . 

Then she held out her hand joyously to her com- 
panion and clasped his warmly as she said,— • 

"You are a splendid fellow, Beppo I** 

** And so are you 1 '* replied Joseph, wiping away a 
tear, and bursting into a laugh. 
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I. CHAPTER XVII. 

j' ! ' ...... 

i , It is not very annoying to find one's self without 

[ ' money when near one*s journey's end, but oar young 

artists would not have been less gay than they wer^ 
though they had been far from their goal when they 
discovered that thdr funds were exhausted. One 
must have found one's self thus without resources in a 

^1 y 1 1 foreign country (Joseph was almost as much a stranger 

as Consuelo at this distance from Vienna) to know 
what a marvellous feeling of security, and what an in-> 
ventive and enterprising genius^ awaken in an artist 

i V ; ' who has just spent his last fiuthing. Until then there 

is a sort of anguish, a continual dread of wani, a black 
fweboding of sufiering, embarrassment and mortificap 
tion which vanish as soon as the last coin is spent 
Then, for poetic souls, there is a new world which 
I \\ begins, a pious confidence in the charity of othen^ 

and many charming illusions; but there are also a will- 
ingness to labor and an amiability of disposition which 
quickly overcome the first obstacles. Consuelo, who 
experienced a sentiment of romantic pleasure in this 
return to the poverty of her earlier years, and who felt , 
happy in having done good by stripping herself im- 
mediately found an expedient for insuring the even- 
ing's repast and bed. 

ilj ''To-day is Sunday," she said to Joseph; ''you must 

\ 
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play dance tunes as you go through the first town we 
come to. We shall not go through two streets widi- 
out meeting people who wish to dance, and we will 
play for them. Do you not know how to make a 
shepherd's pipe? I can quickly Icam to play on k, 
and as long as I can draw any sounds fix>m it, they 
will be enough to accompany you*** 

<<Can I make a pipe?** said Joseph; "you shall 
seel'* 

Theysoonfounda fine reed onthebankof astream» 
which Joseph industriously pierced/ and which sounded 
admirably. The proper pitch was obtained, th6 re- 
hearsal followed, and our young people went quietly 
off to a little village about three mQes away, which 
they entered to the sound cf their instruments^ and 
crying before every door, *MVho wishes to dance? 
Here is the music ; the ball is about to commence 1 '* 

They arrived at a little place planted with finetrees^ 
to which they were escorted by a band of children, 
who followed them in march-time, shouting and dap- 
ping their hands. Soon some happy couples came to 
raise the dust in opening the ball, and before die 
ground was beaten down, all the populaticm assembled 
and formed a circle around this rustic ball, improvised 
without hesitation and without conditions. After the 
first waltzes, Joseph put his violin under his arm, and 
Consnelo, climbing on a chair, made a speech to die 
audience to pro\-e to them that hungry artists have 
weak fingers and short breath. Fhre minutes later 
they had an abundance of bread, mOk, cheese, beer 
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and cake. As for their pay, that was quickly agreed 
upon ; they would make a coHecdon, and everybody 
would give what he chose. 

After eating, they got upon a hogshead which was 
triumphantly rolled into the middle of the place, and 
the dances began again. But after a couple of houn 
they were interrupted by a piece of news which set 
every one in a flutter, and, passing from mouth to 
mouth, reached the musicians, ^ the shoemaker of the 
town, in hastily finishing a pair of shoes for an exact- 
\ ing customer, had just struck his awl into his thumb. 

; I <* It is a serious ievent, agreat misfortune i ^ said an 

I old man who was leaning against the hogshead which 

K foimed their pedestaL ''Gottlieb^ the shoemaker, is 

the organist of the village, and to-morrow is the festi* 
„' val of our patron saint Oh, it b a great. festtval, a 

II fine one 1 Our mass, especially, is a marvel, and peo* 

\ pie come firom a great way to hear it. Gottlieb is a 

, real chapel-master; he plays the organ, makes the 
children sing, sings himself — what does he not do^ 
and on that day especially? Heis the lifeofthe whok 
a£Eur, and without him it will be a fiulure. And what 
win die canon say, — the canon of St Stephen^ who 
is coming to officiate himself at high mass, and vriio is 
always so pleased with our muse? For he is mad about 
music, this good canon, and it is a great honor for ua 
\ to see him at our altar, he who rardy leaves his bene- 

(;/ fice, and does not disturb himself for a trifle." 

^WeD,** said Consudo, "that can be eaaly ar- 
xanged ; my comrade and I will take charge c^ the 
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organ and the conducting, — of the mass, in a word, 
and if the canon is not satisfied, yon shall give ns 
nothing for our trouble." 

"So ho I" said the old man, "you speak vcrycon- 
fidently, young man ; our mass is not performed with 
a violin ukI a flute. Oh, it is a serious matter, and 
you do not know our scores 1 ** 

''We can learn them this evening,** said Joseph, 
assuming an air of contemptuous superiority which 
impressed the listeners grouped about them. 

''Come," said Consuelo, ''take us to the church, 
let some one Mow the organ, and if you are not 
pleased with our way of playing it, you are at liberty 
to refuse our assistance." 

" But the score, GottlieVs masterpiece of arrange* 
ment?" 

"We will go and find Gottlieb, and if he b not 
satisfied with us, we will renounce our pretensions. 
Besides, a wounded finger will not prevent Gottlieb 
from conducting the choruses and singing his own 
part." 

The elders of the village, who wefe assemble 
about them, took counsel, and resolved to take the 
risk. The ball was abandoned; the canon*s mass was 
quite a difierent matter from a dance I 

Haydn and Consuelo, after trying the organ alter- 
nately, and singing together and separately, were pro* 
nounced very passable musicians, for lack of better. 
Some workmen even asserted that their playing 
was preferable to Gottlieb's, and that the fragments 
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\ 

\ of Scarlatti, Pergolese, and Bach to which the/ had 

I' just listened were at least as fine as the music of 

|, Holzbauer, to which Gottlieb confined himseld The 

curate, who had come in to listen, went so £ur as to 
sa/ that the canon would much prefer this singing 
r to that to which they ordinariljr treated him. The 

y{ sacristan, who did not share this opinion, shook his 

j I head moumfiilljr, and, not to discontent his parish- 

|1 ioners, the curate i^B;reed that these virtuoa, sent 

[[ bjT Providence, should come to an understanding 

(} with Gottlieb to accompany the masa^ if it was 

possible. 

They went in a crowd to the shoemaker's house ; 
he was obliged to show his swdlen hand to every 
one before they would excuse him fix>m performing 
his duty as organist The impossibility was too real 
for his liking. Gottlieb was gifted with a certain 
musical intelligence, and played the organ passably; 
but spoiled by the praise of his fellow-townspeople 
and the somewhat mocking approval of the canon, an 
appalling self-love attended his direction and hb exe- 
cution. He got out of humor when it was proposed 
to replace him by two travelling artists; he would 
have preferred to have the festival spoiled and the 
patron saint's mass go without music, rather than to 
share the honors of the triumph. He was obliged to 
yield, however; he pretended to look for the score 
for a long while, and only found it when the curate 
threatened to leave to the two young artists the 
selection and the care of all the music. Consuelo 
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and Joseph were obliged to prove their kaming \fj 
reading at tight the passages which were considered * \ 

most difficult in that of Holxbauer's twenty-six masses 
which thejT were to execute on the morrow. This 
music, without genius or originality, was at feast weD 
written and easy to grasp, espedally for Consuelo^ 
who had overcome so many more serious difficulties. 
The listeners were amazed, and Gottlieb^ who was 
becoming more and more uneasy and morose, de- 
clared that he had a fever and was going to bed, 
delighted that everybody was satisfied^ 

The singers and die players immediately assembled 
in the church, and our two littfe improvised con- 
ductors directed the rehearsaL Everything went 
capitally. The brewer, the weaver, the schoolmaster 
and the baker played the four violins. The children 
sang in the chorus with their parents, — all good peas- 
ants or artisans, phlegmatic, attentive and zeabas. 
Joseph had already heard Holxbauer's music in 
Vienna,where it was in &vor at this period. He had 

no trouble in mastering it, and Consuelo, joining (■' 

alternately in all the parts, led the chorus so weU that 
it excelled itself! There were two solos which were 
to be sung by Gottlieb's son and niece, his fiivorite 
pupils and the principal singers of the parish ; bot„ 
these two distinguished persons did not appear, in- 
serting that they were sure of their parts. 

Joseph and Consuelo went to sleep at the rectory, 
where apartments had been prepared for them. The 
good curate was filled with joy, and they saw that 
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he was extremely concerned about the beauty of hb 
* masS) being anxious to please the canon. 

The next morning the whole villige was afixit 
before daybreak. The bells rang their fullest peab^ 
and the roads were covered with worshippers coming 
from all the neighborhood to be present at the set- 
vice. The canon*s carriage approached with majestic 
deliberation. The church was decked with its finest 
ornaments. Con^elo was amused by the importance 
which every one seemed to feeL There were almost 
as much vanity and rivalry at work as on the stage of 
a theatre ; only there was more nsdvete about it, and 
one was more tempted to laugh than to be indignant 
Half an hour before the mass, the frightened 
sacristan came to reveal a great plot hatched by the 
jealous and perfidious Gottlieb. Having learned that 
the rehearsal had been excellent, and that the mudcal 
part of the parish was infatuated with the new-comers, 
he was pretending to be very ill, and had forbidden 
his niece and his son, the two principal singers, to 
quit his bedside. Consequently, they would have 
neither the presence oi Gottlieb^ which every one 
considered necessary to set matters going, nor the 
solos, which were the finest part of the mass. The 
whole choir was discouraged, and it was with great 

|f J difficulty that he, the faithful and energetic sacristan, 

had collected them in the church to hold a coundL 
Consuelo and Joseph hurried to them, caused them 

III to rehearse the dangerous portions, and restored 

confidence and courage to every one. As for the 
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solo8» that was easily arranged. Consuelo recoll ect ed 

a religioiis air b/ Porpora which fitted the tone and 

the words of the necessary sola She wrote it out 

on her knee, and rehearsed it hastily with Haydn, 

who prepared himself in this way to accompany her. J 

She also thought of a fragment by Sebastian Bach 
j which he knew, and which they arranged betweeo 

them for the occasion. 
The bell sounded for mass while they were still 

rehearsing. When the canon, arrayed in hb pontifi* 

cals, appeared at the altar, the choir was already ofl( 

and galloping through the fugues of the Teutonic 

composer with a self-possession which promised wdL 

Consuelo took pleasure in seeing and hearing these 

good German proletaires^ with their serious fiices, 

their true voices, their methodical ensemble and their 

spirit always sustained because always kept widiin 
t certain linuts. 

^ ''These," said she to Joseph, in an interval, ^ are 

the performers who suit thu music. If they had 
\ the fire which is wanting in the composer, everythiQg 

\ would go wrong ; but they lack i^ and these mechan* 

i ically wrought ideas are interpreted by machines. 

( Why is not the illustrious Maestro Hoditz-Roswald 

* here to make these machines work? He would give. 

^ himself a great deal of trouble, wouM be of no use 

I and would be as pleased as possible." 

j The solo for male voices made many people 

I anxious, but Joseph gave it admirably. When that 

of Consuelo came, however, her Italian method astni^ 
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ished them at first, shocked them a little and ended 
b]r making them enthunastic. The cantatrice took 
the trooUe to do her best, and the expression of her 
broad and sublime singing transported Joseph to the 
skies. 

'^ I cannot believe/' he said, ^ that yoa ever sang 
better than yoa have just done for this poor village 



^ Never, at least, have I sung with more enthusiasm 
and pleasure,'* she replied. ** Hiis public is more 
sympathetic to me than that of a theatre. Now let 
me see whether the canon is satisfied. Yes, he looks 
altogether contented, this respectatde canon, and from 
the manner in which every one b seeking in his fieuce 
fi)r the recompense for their efforts, I see that God is 
the only person for whom nobody here cares." 

** Except yourself Consuelo. Faith and divine 
love alone could inspire such accents as yours.** 

When the two virtuosi left the church after maas» 
the population came near bearing them in triumph 
to the rectory, where a good breakfiut was awaiting 
them. The curate presented them to the canon, who 
loaded them with praise, and wished to hear the 
Porpora solo again. But Consuelo^ who was justfy 
astcmished that no one had recognized her voice as a 
woman's, and who dreaded the canon's eye, excused 
herself on the ground that the rehearsals and her 
codperati<m in all the parts of the chorus had greatly 
fiuiguedher. The excuse was not admitted, and they 
were obliged to appear at the camm's breakfiut. 
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The canoQ was a man of fifty, with a baDdaome 
and good face and a fine figure, thoa^ aomewhat 1 Y 

inclining to ftoatneaa. Hia mannen were el^pmt, 
even noUe ; he told ereiy one in confidence that he 
had noble blood in his veins, he being; in iact, one of 
the fimr hundred bastards of Aogostns 11^ Elector of 
Saxon jT and King of Fdand. 

He was as gracious as a man of the world and an 
ecclesiastical personage can be. Joseph observed 
a lajrman beside him, whom he treated at once widi 
distinction and fiuniliarity* It seemed to Josejdi that 
he had seen the latter at Vienna, bot he could not 
fit a name to his face, aa the saying is. 

** Wen, my dear children,'' said the canon, '^do 
you refuse me a second hearing of Porpora's theme? 
Yet here is one of my firiends, a better musidan and a 
hundred times better judge than I, who was greatly 
struck by your manner erf* singing thu piece. Snceyou 
are tired," he said, speaking to Joseph, ^ I will not 
trouble you further; but yon must have the goodnesi 
to tell me your name and where you learned music** 

Joseph saw that they attributed to him the execution 
of the solo which Consuelo had sung, and an txgin^ 
sive glance fix>m her caused him to understand that he 
must confirm the cancm in his mistake. 

"My name is Joseph,** he replied briefly, ««and I 
studied at the school of St Stephen's.** 

«< And I also studied at that school,** said tiie un- 
known, <* under the ekler Renter. You, no doubly 
studied under Renter the son?** 
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^But you have had other lessons? Yoa have studied 
in Italy?" 

«'No,sir.- ^ 

** Was it you who played the oigan ? ^ 

** Sometimes I, sometimes my comiade.** 

<<Aiid which sang?'' 

"Both of !!•.•• ._L 

"Very good. Butitwasnotyoawhosang Porpoia*s 
theme/' said the unknown, glancing sidewise at Con- 
suelo. 

"Bah 1 it was not that child 1 " said the canon, also 
looking at Consuelo^ ** he is too young to have learned 
to sing so wdL'' 

" It was not I, it was he/* said she brusquely, point- 
ing to Joseph. 

She was eager to be rid of his questions, and looked 
impatiendy at the door. 

"Why do you tell an untruth, my child?*' said the 
curate innocentiy. "I heard and saw you sing yes- 
terday, and I recognized the voice of your comrade 
Joseph in the Bach soW 

"Come 1 you must be mistaken, curate," said the 
unknown, with a shrewd smile, " or else this young 
man is exceedingly modest. Whichever it is, we can 
praise them both." Then, taking the curate aade he 
said, "Your ear is correct, but your eye is not acute ; 
that does honor to the purity of your thoughts. Still, 
I must undeceive 3rou ; thislittie Hungarian peasant is 
a very accomplished Italian cantatrice." 
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\ ** A woman in disguise 1 " cried the cnnUe amaied. 

He looked at Consueloattendvelj while she was reply- 
ing to the canon*s kindly questions; ana, either fiom 

pleasure or indignation, the good curate Unshed from 

his cravat to his calotte. 
<<It is as I teO you," went on the unknown ; ''I I 

cannot think who she can be; I do not know her, and 

as for her disguise andher present condition crf'pover^, 

I can only attribute them to some es ca p ad e — some 

love affair, which b none of our business.^* 
** A love afiair 1 As you say veiy justty," said the 

curate, greatly excited, ''an elopement, a criminal 

intrigue with that little young man 1 And I fell into i 

the trap 1 I lodged them in my rectoiy I Fortunately j 

I gave them separate rooms, and I hope that there 
; has been no scandal in my house. Ah, what an 

adventure, and how the free-thinkers oS my parish 
^ (for there are some, sir, I know several) will laugh at 

f me if they know this 1 " 

■ ** If your parishioners did not recognise a woman's 

I voice, it is probable that they have not recognized 

; either her features or her walk. Yet see what pretty 

! hands she has, what silky hair, what a small fo9t, in 

• spite of her clumsy shoes.** 

\ " I wish to see nothing of that 1 ** cried the curate, 

j beside himself; " it is an abomination to dress like a 

man. There is a verse in the Holy Scriptures which 

condemns to death men or women guilty of leaving 

off the dress of their sex. To death I Do you hear 

that, sir? That shows deariy the enormity of the 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



i 



r - -' Jih rr* - — ■ ' — ^- " ^ .. .■^...^■»fc. .. tmi,. !*■. ■ 



i 'f^f '-""^ I ~ iw witni fa» ft A * -.'. ^ 



336 CONSUELO. 

crime t And she dared to go into church, and brazenl/ 
sing the prajpe of the Lord, with her soul and bodj 
soikd with such a crime 1 " 

^ And she sang it divinely t Ihadtearsin myeyes; 
I have never heiuxi anything like it Strange mystery 1 
^^llo can this woman be? All whom I mightsuppose 
her to be are much oMer.** 

'*She is a child, a young girl t *^ said the- curate, 
who could not help lookii^ at Consuelo with an in- 
terest which was combated in hb heart by the rig«v 
of his principles. '^ Oh, the litde serpent 1 See with 
what a sweet and modest air she replies to the cancml 
Ah, I am a ruined man if any one here discovers the 
deception t I shall have to leave the country 1 ** 

^'What I did neither you nor any of your parishioners 
recognize the quality of a woman's vmce? You are 
very simple listeners 1 *' 

''What would you have? We thought there was 
something extraordinary in this voice ; but Gottlieb 
said it was an Italian voice, that he had heard 
others like it, that it was a voice from the Sisdne 
Cha^l 1 I do not know what he meant by that; I 
tmderstand nothing about music outside of my ritual, 
and I was fStf from suspecting. But what shall I do^ 
sir?- 

** If no one has any suspicions, I should advise you 
to say nothing. Get rid erf* the children as quickly as 
possible ; I will undertake to send them ofl^ if yoii 
Hke.^^ 

*^ Oh, yes I you win do me a favor 1 Here^ here ! I 
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win give yoa some money, — how much ou^t I to give 
them?*' 

'« I know nothing about that; we pa/ artists liber- 
ally. But your parish b not rich, and the church is 
not obliged to pay like the theatre.^ \ ||| 

"I will pay liberally, too; I will give them six '^^^ 

florin^ 1 I will go at once. But what wUl the canon 
say? He does not appear to notice anjrthing. Just see 
him speaking to her quite paternally, the holy man 1 ** 

** Frankly, do you think that he would be greatly 
scandalised?** 

''How could he help it? Besides, what I fear is 
not so much his reproof as his raillery. You know 
how he loves to jest ; he has so much wit 1 Oh, how 
he will laugh at my innocence 1 ** 

** But if he has shared in your error, as seems to 
be the case, he ivill have no right to laugh at you. 
Come, do not betray yourself ; let us approach him, 
and dp you seize a favorable moment to send your 
musicians away.** 

They left the window-recess in which they had held 
this conversation, and the curate, slipping up to 
Joseph, who appeared to interest the cancm much 
less than Signor Bertoni, placed the six florins in his, 
hand. As soon as he held this modest sam* Joseph 
made a sign to Consuelo to break loose fix>m the 
canon, and follow him outside ; but the canon, recall- ^ 

ing Joseph, and persisting in the belief In accordance 
with his affirmative replies, that it was he who had 
the woman's voice, said to him, — 
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« Why did ycm choose this piece byPbrpora, instead 
of singing the Holzbaner solo?** 

^ We did not have it ; we did not know it,*' replied 
Joseph. **1 sang the only thing from my studies 
which was well fixed in my memory." 

The curate hastened to narrate Gottlieb*s tnt of 
knaveiy, and this artistic jealousy caused th.e quum to 
laugh heartily. 

** Well," said the unknown, ** your good shoemaker 
did us a great service. Instead of a poor solo, we 
had a masterpiece by a great composer. You showed 
good taste," he said, addressing Consndo. 

'^ I do not think that Holzbauer's solo would have 
been bad," replied Joseph ; << what we sang of his was 
not without merit." 

** Merit is not genius," said the unknown with a 
sigh ; and, pertinaciously applying himself to Consuelo, 
he said,— 

''What do yon think of it, my little friend? Do 
you think it is the same thing?" 

** No, sir, I do not," replied she laconically and 
coldly, for the look of this man kept embarrassing 
and anno3ring her more and more. 

** But yet you had pleasure in singing this mass by 
Holzbauer?" said the canon; ''it is fine, is it not?" 

"I neither liked it nor disliked it," repfied Con- 
suelo, to whom impatience was giving an irreastible 
impulse to firanknest. 

"That is to say that it is neither good nor bad," 
said the unknown laughing. ''Well, my child, yon 
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have rcpKcd admirably, and my ofniiioo is the same 

aiyoais." 

The canon bunt into a peal of lan{^ter, the coiate 
appeared embarrassed, and Consuelo^ following Joseph, 
slipped out without troubling herself about this musi- 
cal discussion. 

<«Well, canon," said the unknown, when the musi- 
cians had gone out, ^what do you tUnk of these 
children?'* 

''Charming! admirable t I beg your pardon for 

saying that after the snub the little one just gave yon."* 

\ <«Me? I think him adorable, that child t What a 

talent for so tender an age I It is marvellous 1 How 

powerful and precocious these Italian natures are 1 ** 

\ «' I can say nothing about the talent of this one^"* 

\ said the canon, quite naturally. '^ I did not observe 

\ him closely. It is his companion who is a remarkable 

\ singer, and he is our fellow-countiyman, with all due 

\ respect for your Italianomania.^ 

'« What 1 " said the unknown, winking at the curate 
to caution him, ** was it really the elder who sang the 
Porpora music?** 

<< I presume so," said the curate, deeply disturbed 
by the untruth into which he had been forced. 

''I am quite certain,** observed the canon; ^'ht 
told me so himseUl** 

'' And the other solo,*' said the unknown, ** was it 
one of your parishioners who sang it?** 

<* Probably," replied the curate, makmg an eflbrt to 
continue the deception. 
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They both kx^ced al the canoa to lee whether he 
was their dupe, or was lau^^ung at them. He did not 
appear to be thinking of the matter at all, and hb 
tranquillity reassured the curate* They spoke of other 
things, but at the end of a quarter of an hour the 
canon returned to the subject of music, and wished to 
see Joseph and Consuelo^ that he mig^ take them to 
his country house^ he said, and listen to them at kis^ 
ure. The terrified curate stammered unintelUgible 
ot]jections. The canon langhini^y asked him if he 
had put the little musicians in the pot to comfdete the 
break&st, which seemed quite qdendid enough to him 
without that The curate was in an agony, when the 
unknown came to the rescue. ** I wffl fetch them,** 
he said, and he went out, making a sign to the good 
curate that he might count on some clever ^expedient* 
But he did not need to seek Car one. He learned 
from the servant that the young people had hurried 
awqr after generously giving her one of the six florins 
which they had just received. . 

^Whatlgone?** said the canoo, somewhat annoyed, 
^you must send after them; I wish to see and hear 
them again ; I wish it ponthrdy.** 

They pretended to obey, but todc good care not tp 
foDow them. Besides^ Josqph and Consuek> had gone 
stiaig^ off across the country, amdous to escape fixxn 
the curiosi^ iriuch dmatened them. Thecanoofdt 
great regret, and even a litde Ql-hnmor. 

<* Thank God the suq>ects nothing,** said the GunUe 
to the unknown. 
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<<Ciinte,'* replied the latter, << do you recollect the 
ttory of the bi^op who inadvertently ate meat on a 
Friday, and was warned of it by his vicar-general? 
'Stupid creature 1 * cried the bishop, ' why could he 
not have kept quiet till dinner was over 1' We have 
done wen, perhaps^ to allow the canon to remain la 
his error.*' 
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CHAPTER XVUL 



The weather was calm and dear, the foil moon was 

shining in the sky^and nine o'clock was sounding from 

) the dock-tower of an ancient prioiy when Joseph and 

Consuek), having searched in vain for a bell at the 

gate of the endosure, made the circuit of this silent 

dwelling, in the hope of making themselves heard by 

some hospitable host But it was in vadn; all the 

doors were dosed, not a dog barked and not a light 

1 was seen at the windows of the sombre pile. 

I ^This is the F^ace of Slence/' said Joseph laug^- 

I ing, << and if this dock had not twice repeated, with 

its slow and solemn voice, the four quarters in t^/and 

in H^ and the nine strokes of the hour in Wbelow, I 

should have believed the place g^en up to owls or 

ghosts." 

The neighboring country was endrely deserted, 

{ Consudo fdt weaiy, and, besides^ this mysterious 

priory had an attraction for her poetic imaginadon. 

^I wish to pass the night here, even if we have to 
sleep in some chapd," she said to Beppo. '' Let us 
try to get in by some means, even over the wall, which 
\ is not very difficult to climb.** 

No sooner said than done. The wall was very low, 

and two minutes later our young intruders were walk- 

I ing about in the sacred encl o sure. It was a fine 
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kitchen-garden, kept with the most scrapidoiis care. 
Fmit trees, trained in £in-shape, opened their loi^ 
arms, laden with rosy applet and golden pean. The 
vines formed arbors, prettfly arched, and bore^ as if 
they were so many girandoles^ enormous brandies of 
ripened grapes. The grsat beds of vegetables also 
had a beauty of their own. The asparagus with 
graceful stems and silky tops, glistening with the even- 
ing dew, resemttled a forest of liliputian firs, covered 
with sihrery gauze; the peas were spread in light 
gailands upon their sticks^ and formed long corridors^ 
— narrow and mysterious bed-chambers in which the 
spaiTows, still only half asleep^ twittered in low tones. 
The pumpkins, proud leviathans of thb vexdant sea, 
showed off their great orange bellies against their large 
dark leaves. The young artichokes, like so many 
small crowned heads, rose up about their chie^ the 
centre of this royal stock. The melons lay beneath 
their bell-glasses like heavy Chinese mandarins within 
their palanquins, and the light of the moon caused 
each of these crystal cupolas to shine like a great Uue 
diamond, against which the humming; stupid moths 
came to beat their heads. 

A hedge of rose-trees separated this kitchen-gaiden : 
from the flower-garden, which lay next the buiklings^ 
and surrounded them with a flowering girdle. This 
garden was reserved as a sort of dysium. Magnifi- 
cent ornamental shrubs shaded rare plants of ex- 
quisite odors. The sand was as soft to the feet as a 
carpet; one would have said that the turf had been 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



— - ^ -nmg f i ■! 1- '1 i T ^^ ■' ^'—- '" 



i^ifc'^ h I %m^ 



t 



244 CONSUJ^LO. j 

combed blade by blade, so smooth and even was it 
The flowers were so dense that one could not see the 
earth, and each rounded border was like a huge j 

bouquet j 

What a singular influence have external objects on 
the disposition of mind and body 1 Consuelo had no 
sooner breathed this soft air and looked at this retreat 
of careless ease, than she felt rested as if she had 
already slept the sleep of monks. 

^This b marvellous i *' she said to Beppo. **1 see 

this garden, and think no longer of the stones of the 

road and my wounded feet I seem to be resting 

{ through my eyes. I have always had a horror of 

well-kept and well-guarded gardens, and of all places 

I enclosed by walls, and yet this, after so many days of 

dust, after so many steps on the dry, hard earth, 

j appears to me a paradise. I was dying with thirst a 

{ idule ago, and now, only to see those happy plants 

i which are opening to the evening dew, it seems to 

i me that I am drinking with them, and that my thirst 

is quenched already. Look, Joseph 1 is there any- 

thing more charming than flowers blooming in the 

' moonlight? Look, I say, and do not laugh, at that 

bunch of great white stars, there in the middle of the 

I turfl They are as beautiful and pure as the stars of 

heaven. They bend and rise together beneath the 

breath of the light breeze, and seem to laugh and 

I sport like a troop of little girls clad in white. They 

remind me of my companions of the scuola, when on 

$nii4ayi they woukl run beside the long wall of the 
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chtuch^aU dressed like novices. And nair» see I thej 
have an stopped in the still air, and are looking in the 
direction of the moon. One would say that thej 
were contemplating it, and admiring it And the 
moon seems to look fondly at them aiMl to hover over 
them like a great bird of the night. Do yoa believi^ 
Beppo, that those beings are insensiUe? I fimcf 
that a beautiful flower does not vegetate stupidfy, 
without experiencing delightful feelings. It may be 
true of those poor little thisdes which we see by the 
roadside, and which straggle there, dusty, diseased, 
nibbled by all the flocks which pass 1 They look Uk^ 
poor beggars, sighing for a drop of water which never * 
reaches them ; the parched and thirsty earth drinks ft 
quickly without sharing it with their roots. But these 
garden flowers which are tended with such care, they 
are happy and proud as queens. They spend their timd 
coquettbhly swaying on their stalks, and when comes 
the moon, their good friend, they are there, all gap* 
ing, half asleep and visited by sweet dreams. They 
wonder, perhaps, whether there are flowers in the 
moon, as we wonder if there are human beings there. 
Come, Joseph, you are laughing at me, and yet the 
comfort which I feel as I look at those ^ite stars b 
not an illusion. There is a sovereign balm in the 
air purified and refreshed by them, and I feel a sort 
of harmony between my own life and that of all which 
lives around me. 

•'How could I laugh?** replied Joseph, sieving; 
^ I feel at thb very instant your impiesaons pasring ' 
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into me, and your slightest words vibrate in my soul 
like sound on the strings of an instrument. But look 
at this dwelling, Consuelo^ and explain to me the 
gentle but profound sadness with which it fills me**' 

Consuelo looked at the priory ; it was a little build- 
ing of the twelfth century, formerly fortified with bat- 
tlements, which had been replaced by pointed rooft 
(tf grayish date. The turrets^ surmounted by their 
narrow embrasurei^ which had been left as ornaments, 
looked like huge baskets. Great masses of ivy grace- 
fidly broke the monotony of the walls, and on the 
bare parts of the &^e, lit by the moon, the night 
breeze waved the slender and indistinct shadows of 
young poplars. . Great festpons of vines and jasmme 
embowered the doors and hung from all the windows. 

"This dwelling is calm and melancholy,'' replied 
Consuelo, ''but it does not fill me with so much sym- 
pathy as the garden. Plants are made to grow in one 
place, but men to move about and associate with each 
other. If I were a flower, I should like to bloom in 
this garden, where I should be happy; but being a 
woman, I should not like to live in a cell, and shut 
myself up inside a mass of stones. Would you care 
to be a monk, Beppo? ** 

** No indeed, God forbid 1 But I should like to be 
able to work without care for my food and lodging. 
I should prefer to lead a peaceful, retired life, in 
somewhat easy circumstances^ that I need not be dis- 
turbed by dread of poverty. In fiurt, I should like to 
vq;etate in a state of pasnve regularity, even in a sort 
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of dependence, provided mj mind were ftee^ and I 
had no work, no duty, no care but to make music.** 

^Well, comrade, you would make tranquil mufic^ 
because you would make it tranqmUy.** 

«\Vhy shoukl it be bad? What is more beautiful 
than calmness? The skies are calm, the moon is calm, 
those flowers whose peaceful attitude you love ** — > 

''Their immobility only touches me because it Cal- 
lows the waving caused by the l^eeze. The purity of 
the sky only strikes us because we have so often seen 
it furrowed by storms. And the moon is never so 
sublime as when she shines amidst the dark clouds 
which pass around her. Can repose without fiitigue 
be really sweet? It is no more repose than a state of 
permanent immobility. It is annihilation, it b death. 
Ah, if you had dwelt for months, as I hare^ in the 
Castle of the Giants, you would know that tranquillitf 
is not life!'* 

'' But what do you mean by tranquil muac?** 

** Music that is too correct and too cold. Beware 
of making it, if you shun the fintigues and trials of this 
world.** 

As they talked thus, they had advanced to the foot 
of the priory walls. A stream of crystal water flowed 
from a globe of marble surmounted by a gilded cross^ 
and fen, from basin to basin, into a great granite con^ 
in which quivered a quantity of those pretty litde red 
fish of which children are so fond. Consuelo and 
Beppo, two children themselves, were taldng great 
pleasure in throwing them grains of sand to deceive 
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their greediness, and in watching their swift motions^ 
when thej saw, coming straight towards them, a great 
white figure bearing a pitdier, and which, as it ap- 
proached the fountain, bore no small resemblance to 
those << washers of the night," — fantastic personages 
whom tradition has placed in neaily every saperstidoos 
country. The absent-mindedness or carelessness with 
which she filled her pitcher, without showing surprise 
or fear, had about it at first something really strange 
and solemn* But soon a great cry which she gave as 
she dropped her vessel into the badn, proved to them 
that there was nothing supernatural about her. The 
good woman's sight was simply somewhat dimmed by 
age, and as soon as she saw them she was seized with 
a dreadful fear, and fled towards the fibuse calling 
upon the Virgin Mary and all the saints. 

« What bthe matter, dame Bridget?'* cried a man's 
voice from inside ; ^ have you seen an evil spirit? ** 

^Two devils, or rather two robbers, are standing 
there beside the fountain," replied dame Bridget, as 
she joined the speaker, who appeared at the door, and 
remained there, uncertain and doubtful, for some 
moments. 

'< It must be another of your panics ! Would rob- 
bers come to attack us at such an hoUr? ** 

** I swear to you by my eternal salvation that there 
are two black figures there, motionless as statues; do 
you not see them from here? See ! they are still there, 
and have not moved 1 Holy Virgin ! I am going to 
hide in the cellar 1 " 
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^ I do see something that is trae,** said the man, 
trying to speak in a rough voice. ^ I will ring tot the 
gardener, and with his two lads we can easily getjkhe 
better of those rascals, who can only have got in orer 
the wan, for I shut all the doors mysell** 

^Meanwhfle, let us shut this one,** said the (dd 
woman, ** and then we will ring the alarm-belL" 

The door was dosed, and our two children remained, 
undecided as to what they should do. If they 4ed, 
they would confirm the iMd opimon iriiich was held 
of them ; if they remained, they would risk rou^ treat- 
ment As they were consulting; they saw a ray of 
light shine through the shutter of a wiiklow on the first 
story. The ray grew larger, and a curtain of scarlet 
damask, behind which burned dimly the light of a 
lamp, was slowly raised ; ahand, which the moonlight 
showed white and dimpled, appeared at the edge of i \\ 

the curtain, which it cautiously supported, whOe an I (> 

invisible eye was probably scanning the objecto on the 
exterior. 

''We must sing," said Consuelo to her comrade. 
** Follow me, and let me speak. But no, take your 
violin and play me a sort of ritomello, in any key 
you like." 

Joseph having obeyed, Consuelo b^gan to sing in a 
fiill voice, improvising music and prose, a kind of speech 
in German, rhythmic and divided like a recitative. 

•'We are two poor chiMren, fifteen years old, very 
small, and not stronger nor more wicked than the 
nightingales whose sweet strains, we imitate. 
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(<< Now, Joseph," she ssdd in a low voices '' a chord 
to support the recitative.'*) Then she went on, — : 
Iji ^' Worn oat by fiitigue, and saddened by the gloomy 

[;l >\ solitude of the night, we saw this house, whi<:h ap- 

I peared deserted from a distance, and we passed one 

leg and then the other over the walL 

(*' A chord in la minoi^ Joseph.) 

^ We found ourselves in an enchanted garden, sur- 
rounded by fruits worthy of the promised land; we 
were dying of thirst; we were dying of hunger. Yet 
if one lady-apple b missing from the espalier, if we 
have taken one grape from the trellis, may we be 
driven away, and disgraced as evil-doers. 

C A modulation to return to ut major, Joseph.) 
''And yet we are suspected and threatened; and 
we do not wish to run away, we are not trying to hide 
ourselves^ because we have done no harm, — unless it 
b to enter God's house over the wall ; but when it is 
a question of scaling paradise, all roads are good, and 
the shortest is the besL" 
ii Consuelo closed her recitative with one of those 

pretty hymns in vulgar Latin, which is called in Venice 
laHna difraie^ and which the common people sing in 
the evening before the madonnas. >Vhen she had 
finished, the two white hands, which had shown them- 
selves by degrees, applauded with delight, and a voice, 
which did not seem wholly unfamiliar to her ear, cried 
from the window, — «- 

** Welcome^ votaries of the muses 1 Come in, 
come in 1 Hospitality invites and awaits you 1 " 
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The two childKn approached, and a monient bUer I ^- 

a servant in a red and riolet fivery dvflly opened the 
door for them. i 

^ I took you Cmt knaves, and I b^ your paidoo, | 

my little friendsy** said he laughing. ^ It was your ' I 

own fault ; why did you not sing sooner? >Vith such i 

a passport as your voice and your violin, you coidd ! 

not iaU to be well received by my master. So come i 

on ; it seems that he knows you already." , 

While he spoke thus, the good-natured servant had |j 

gone up the twelve steps of an easy stairway, covered ^ 

with a handsome Turkish carpet Before Joseph had 
time to ask his roaster's name, he had opened a swing- 
ing door which closed noiselessly behmd them ; and 
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after crossing a comfortable ante-chamber, he intro- i[' 

duced them into the dining-room, where the gradoul l.~ 

master of this happy abode, seated before a roast ; ^j 

pheasant, between two flasks of okl golden wine, was 
beginning to digest his first course, as he attacked the 
second with a grave and majestic air. When he re- 
turned from his morning's excuruon, he had submitted 
himself to the hands of his valet. He was freshly 
powdered and shaven. The gray curls of his req>ec- 
table poll were gracefully rounded, and besprii^led 
with exquisitely scented orris powder ; his handsome 
hands lay upon his knees, which were covered with 
black satin breeches^ with dhrer buckles. Hb weD^ 
formed leg, of idiich he was a little vain, cased in a 
violet stocking, well drawn and very transparent, lay 
upon a velvet cushion, and his noUe corpulence^ 
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wrapped in an exceUent gown of pace-colored sQk, 
wadded and stitched, reposed luxuriously in a great 
tapestry arm-chair, where the elbow never ran the risk 
of meeting an angle, so well stuffed and padded was it 
on all sides. SesOed beside the fire, which was flicker- 
ing and crackling behind her master's chair, sat dame 
Bridget, the housekeeper, preparing the coffee with 
religious attention ; and a second lackey, no less well- 
dressed and benign than the first, standing beside the 
table, was cutting off the wing of the bird, -for which 
the holy man was waiting without impatience or 
anxiety. Joseph and Consuelo made deep bows 
on recognizing in their benevolent host the major 
and jubilate canon of the chapter of St. Stephen's 
cathedral, before whom they had sung mass that very 
morning. 
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CHAFFER XIX. 

The canon was the most agreeably situated man in 
the world. At seven years old» thanks to that royal 
protection which never (idled him, he was declared to 
have reached the age of reason, conformably to the 
canons of the Church, which admit that if one has f| 

not much reason at that age, one has at least enough 
to collect and spend the revenues of a benefice. In 
consequence of this decision, the young shaveling was 
invested with the canonicate (in spite of the bcX that 
he was a king's bastard) by virtue, once more, of the 
canons of the Church, which presume the legitimacy 
of a child presented to a benefice and patronized 
by sovereigns, though on the other hand the same 
canonical laws exact that every aspirant to^ecclesiasti* 
cal preferment shall be the fruit of good and legal 
marriage, in default of which he can be proclaimed 
incapable, and even unworthy and in&mous, if need 
be. But there are so many ways of compromising 
with heaven, that under certain circumstances the 
canonical law provided that a foundling might be con- 
sidered legitimate, for the very Christian reascm that 
in the case of doubtful parentage good should'be sup- 
posed rather than eviL The little canon, therefore, 
had entered upon the enjoyment of a superb prebend, 
with the dtle of major canon, and, at about fif^ yean 
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of age» and after forty yean of presumaUy effectire ser- 
vice in the chapter^he was recognized as jnbOate canon ; jf 
that is to say^ as a retired canon, free to reside where he 
pleased, and to fill no capitular function, thou^^ ei^oying >\ 
all the advantages, privileges and resources of his canon- f 
icate. Jt is true that the worthy canon had rendered \ 
great services to the chapter in his younger days. 
He had caused himself to be declared ^absent,** \ 
which, in canonical terms, means a permission to re- f 
nde apart from the chapter, in virtue of dWers pre- 
texts^ more or less specious, without losing the fruits 
' of the benefice attached to its effective exercise. ;; 
The occurrence of the plague in a residence is a suffi- | 
dent cause for absence. There are also reasons of I 
delicate or impaired health which may excuse an ab- 
sence. But the most honorable and valid of the ri|^ts \ 
of absence is that occasioned by study. A canoo ^ 
would undertake and announce a great work on qnes- X 
tioos of conscience, on the fathers of the Church, on | 
the sacramcnrs^ or, still better, on the constitution of 
the chapter to which he belonged, on the principles y 
of iu foundation, on the hoMMwy and pbtttiveadvaih ^ 
tages whidi bekH^ed to it, on the pretensions which \ 
it mi^^ set up against other diapters^ on a lawsuit 
whidi it had or n^ich it wished to have against a rival 
oouununity concerning an estate^ a rig^ of patrom^ 
or a benefidaiy estabSsfament; and diicanery and 
fcianrial subtleties of this sort being modi more io- 
taestiiv to die ecdesiasdcal body than commentaries 
aa doctrine or expbaations of dognu^ if only a dto- 
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tingoished member of the chapter propoied to make 
xesearchesy to compare parchment^ to write dbserta- 
tioDS on procedure, recoveiy or actions against rich 
adversaries, they accorded him the hcratire and 
agreeable privilege of returning to private life and 
spending his income either in travels ot at his own 
fireside, in the house attached to his benefice. This 
was the case with our canon. 

An intelligent man, a good talker, an elegant writer, 
he had intended, he still intended, and he wouU all |, ij 

his life intend, to write a book on the ri^t% im- 
munities and privileges of his chapter. Surrounded 

by dusty quartos which he had never opened, he had ^ i 

not written his own, he was not writing it, he never 
would write it. The two secretaries whom he had 
engaged at the expense of the chapter were employed 
in perfuming his person and preparing his meab. 
The chapter talked much of the femous book; they 
waited for it, they built upon the strength of its aigu- 
ments a thousand dreams of glory, of vengeance and 
of wealth. This book, which did not exist, had 
already obtained for its author a reputadon for per- 
severance, learning and eloquence, of which he was 
in no hurry to furnish the proof; not because he was 
incapable of justifying the £Bivorable opinion of his 
associates, but because life b short, dinner kmg, 

the toUet indispensable and the '<fitf niente" de* 1^ 

licious. And then our canon had two innocent but [ 

insatiable passions, — he loved horticulture and music 
V^th such business occupation^ where codd he find 
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time to write his book? And besides^ it is so agree* 
aUe to hear about a book which one is not writing, 
but so disagreeable to hear one discussed which he 
has written! 

The benefice of this holy man consisted of a pro- 
ductive property, annexed to the secularized priory in 
which he lived eight or nine months of the year, 
devoting himself to the cultivation of his flowers and 
his stomach. The dwelling was spacious and romantic ; 
he had made it comfortable and even luxurious. 
Abandoning to a slow decay the building in which the 
oM monks had dwelt, he preserved with care and 
ornamented with taste the part most fiivorable to 
his habits of comfort New arrangements had made 
of the ancient monastery a real litde country house, 
whtit he led the life of a genUeman. He was 
exceU^tly adapted for a churchman, being tolerant, 
witQr on occasions, orthodox and fluent with men 
of his order, lively, full of anecdote and easy with 
men of the worid, afiable, cordial and generous to 
artists. His servants, sharing in the pleasant life 
he arranged for himself waited upon him zealbudy* 
His housekeeper was somewhat quarrelsome, but she 
made him such good sweetmeats^ and knew so well 
how to preserve fruit, that he bore her ill-humor, 
saying that a man ought to tolerate the faults of 
others^ but that he cannot get along without good 
desserts and fine coflee. Our young artists were 
received by him with gracious good-nature. 

** You are foil of wit and invention, chikirei^'* he 
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said» ''and I loire yoo with aO mj heait. Berides» 
you have an infinite amount of talent, and one of jou 
— I do not know which — has the sweetest, the most 
sjrmpathetic, the most touching voice that I have ever 
heard. That voice b a prodigy, a treasure; and I 
was grieved, this afternoon, that you left the curate's 
so suddenly, thinking that I should never see you 
again, never hear you more 1 Truly, I had no ap- 
petite, I was sad, thoughtful — I could not get that 
beautiful voice and that beautiful music out of my 
heart and my ears. But Providence, which surdy 
wishes me well, and perhaps your good hearts, chil- 
dren, have led you to me again, for you must have 
guessed that I knew how to understand and appreciate 
you."* 

''We must confess, sir,** said Joseph, ''that chance 
alone led us here, and that we were far from expect* 
ing this good fortune.** 

" The good fortune is for me,** replied the amiable 
canon, "and you will sing for me. But no, that 
would be too selfish on my part ; you are tired, flut- 
ing, perhaps. You shall sup first, then pass a good 
night in my house, and to-morrow we will make 
music aD day I Andr^, you will take these young peo- 
ple to the kitchen, and you will have the greatest care 
of them. But no, let them stay ; set two ^places at 
the end of my table, and let them sup with me.** 

Andrt obeyed zealously, and even with a sort <tf 
benevolent satis&ction. But dame Bridget showed an 
entirely opposite disposition; she shook her head. 
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dmigged her shoulders and grumbled between her 
teeth,— 

''These are nice people to eat off your table-doth, 
and singular company for a man of your rank 1 '* 

''Be quiet, Bridget,'* said the canon calmly; "you 
are never satbfied with anything or anybody, and 
when you see others taking any pleasure, you fly into 
a rage,** 

"You would do anything to amuse yourself she 
went on, without paying any attention to the reproof 
addressed to her; "with flattery and stories and 
cajolery, anybody can lead you like a chikl.'* 

" Hold your tongue, I tell you 1 " said the canon, 
speaking a little louder, but widiout loang his pleasant 
smile ; " your voice is as sharp as a rattle, and if you 
keep on grumbling you will lose your head and spoil 
my coffee." 

" A fine pleasure and a great honor, truly, to pre- 
pare coffee for such guests 1 ** 

" Oh, you insist upon distinguished people, you love 
greatness 1 You would like to entertain only bishops, 
princes and canonesses with sixteen quarterings I AD 
that is not worth, to my mind, a verse of a well-sung 
banad."* 

Consuelo was astonished to hiear a man of so noUe 
an appearance disputing with his housekeeper with a 
sort of chikiish pleasure and during the whole of sup- 
per she was amazed to fina lum concerned about such 
puerile matters. He uttered a quantity of nothingson 
an sorts of subjects^ to pass away the time and keep 
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himself in good-bumor. . He was condnuaOj address- 
ing his servants, now seriously discussing the sauce on 
a fish, now anxiooslj inquiring about a piece of furni- 
ture, giving contradictory orders, questioning his peo- 
ple about the most idle details of his housekeeping^, 
discussing these trifles with a solemnity worthy of 
serious subjects, listening to one, correcting another, 
resisting dame Bridget, who contradicted him about 
everything, and never Cauling to introduce some jest 
into his questions and answers. One would have said 
that, reduced by isolation and the quietness of his life 
to the society of his servants, he was trying to keep his 
wit in training and facilitate digestion by a hygienic 
exercise of his mind, not too heavy and not too light 

The supper was excellent and marvellously abun- 
dant \^en the entremets were brought on, the 
cook was called before the canon, and affectionately 
praised by him for the preparation of certain dishes, 
mildly reproved and learnedly instructed in regard 
to others which had not reached the last degree of 
perfection. The two travellers were filled with 
amazement, and looked at each other, thinking it aO 
a ridiculous dream, so incomprehendble were these 
refinements to them. 

*<Well, weD, you are not so bad,*' said the good 
canon, as he dismissed the culinary artist;^! wiO 
make something of you yet,.if you are wflling, and 
continue to love your duty*** . 

'' Does it not seem," thought Consuelo, <« as if it 
were fatherly instruction or religious exhortation? ** 
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At desserty after the canon had given the hoose^. 
keeper also her share of praise and reproof he at last 
so far forgot these important subjects as to speak of 
musiCy and he appeared in a better light to his young 
guests. He had good musical education, a basis of 
solid studies, correct ideas and an enlightened taste. 
He was a moderately good organist, and having sat 
down at the clavichord after dinner, he played them 
fragments by several old German composers, which 
he performed with great purity of style, and in ac- 
cordance with the good traditions of past timed. His 
performance was not without interest for Consuelo^ 
and soon, having found upon the clavichord a large 
book of this ancient music, she began to turn it over. 
Forgetting her fatigue and the lateness of the hour, 
she asked the canon to play her, with his fine, broad 
style, several pieces which had struck her mind and 
her eye. The canon found an extreme pleasure in 
being thus listened to. The music which he knew 
being now scarcely in fiaishion, he rarely found ama* 
teurs who sympathized with him. He therefore took 
an extraordinary affection for Consuelb, Joseph, worn 
out by fiuigue, having fallen asleep in a large arm- 
chair, perfidiously easy. ''^ ■'■ 

''Really I ** cried the canon in a moinent of entha* 
nasm, ''you are a happQy gifted child, and your pre- 
cocious good judgment promises an extraordinary 
future. This is the first time I have ever regretted 
the celibacy imposed on me by my profession.'- • 

This compliment caused Consuelo to Uush aixl to 
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tremUe, for she thous^t herself recognixed u a 
woman; but she qokkly recovered when the canon 
added simplj, — - 

^ Yes» I regret having no chOdren, for heaven might 
have given me such a son as yoot and it would have • 
been the happiness of mj life, even though Bridget 
were the mother. But tell me, my friend, what do 
you think of this Sebastian Bach, whose compositions 
are now enrapturing the learned? Do you believe 
that he is a prodigious genius? I have a great book 
of his compositions here, which I collected and bounds 
because one must have everything, — and they are 

really fine, perhaps. But they are extremely difficult ^^ 

to read ; and I confess that, as I failed at the first at- 
tempt, I have been lazy enough never to try them 
again. Besides, I have so litde time 1 I make munc 
only at rare moments, snatched firom more serious 
labors. Because you have seen me concerned about 
the government of my little household, you must not 
£mcy that I am a firee and happy man. I am the 
slave, on the contrary, of an enormous, firightful task 
which I have imposed upon mysel£ I am making a 
book on which I have been woiking for thirty yean^ 
and which another would not have finished in sixty, — 
a book wluch exacts incredible study, watching, inex- 
haustible patience and the deepest reflection. JfuA I 
think the book win create a sensation.** 

'MNTiU it soon be finished?'' asked Consuel(^ 

"Not yet, not yet,** replied the canon, desirous of 
concealing even finom himself that he had not yet 
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commenced it ** But we were sayiog diat the mode 
of thb Bach is terribly difficult ; and as for me, it 
strikes me as being odd.** 

''Stilly I think that if you could overcome your re- 
pugnance, you would come to think that he is a genius 
who embraces, sums up and vivifies all the knowledge 
of the past and the present.** 

''Wen,'* said the canon, " if that is the case, we 
three will try to decipher some of it together. It is 
time now for you to go to rest, and for me to devote 
myself to study. But to-morrow you will spend the 
day with me ; that is understood, is it not?** 

" It is a great deal to promise the whole day, sir, 
for we must make haste to reach Vienna; but in the 
morning we will be at your service.** 

The canon protested, insisted, and Consuelo pre* 
tended to yield, resolving to hurry the great Bach*s 
adagios somewhat, and to leave the priory by eleven 
o'clock or noon. When they came to retire, a lively 
discusaon arose upon the stairs between dame Bridget 
and the first valet The zealous Joseph, dearous of 
pleasing his master, had prepared for the young musi- 
cians two pretty celb situated in the newly restored 
building which was occupied by the canon and his 
suite. Bridget, on the contrary, insisted on sending 
them to sleep in the abandoned cells of the old pri- 
ory, because this wing was separated firom the new one 
/ by good doors and strong bdt& *! 

\ " What I ** said she, raiang her sharp voice in the 

sonorous staircase, "do you intend to lodge diese 
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vagabonds next door to ns? Do yoo not tee from 
their bearing, their dress and their profession that 
they are Bohemians, adventnrers^ wicked little bandits 
who win run away from here before daybreak^ taking 
our plate? Who knows if they will not awassinate 
us?- 

^ Assassinate us^ those children ! '' replied Joseph 
laughing; <'yoa are cnuQT, Bridget; old and broken 
as you are, you would still put them to flight only by 
showing your teeth.** 

''Old and broken yourself^ do you hear?** screamed 
the old woman furiously. '' I tell you that they shall 
not sleep here ; I will not have it. No^ indeed 1 I 
should not close my eyes all night I ** 

''You would be very wrong; I am quite sure that 
these children have no more desire than I to trouble 
your respectable sleep. Come, have done! The 
canon told me to treat his guests well, and I wiD not 
put them in that old building, full of rats and open to 
every wind. Would you like to make them sleep upon 
the floor? •• 

"I have had the gardener make up two good shake- 
downs for them there. Do you suppose that these 
barefooted rascals are acdistomed to beds of down?** 
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I "They win have them to-night, at any rate, since 

i my master wishes it so; I obey only his orders, dame . 

Bridget I Let me do my duty, and remember that \ 

yours, like min^ is to obey and not to command.** 
"Wen said, Joseph!** exclaimed the canon, who 

from the half-open door of the ante-chamber had 
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heaxd the whole dbpute. '^ Go and get my slippen 
ready, Bridget, and stop screaming. Good-night, my 
friends 1 Follow Josej^ and sleep welL Long live 
mu»c and our beautiful day of to-morrow 1 ** 

Long after our travellers had taken possession of 
their pretty cells, they heard the housekeeper scolding 
in the distance, like the winter wind whistling through 
the corridors. When the bustle which .marked the 
solemn retiring of the canon had entirely ceased, 
dame Bridget came on tiptoe to the doors of her 
young guests, and quickly turned the key in each lock, 
to fiisten them in. Joseph, buried in the best bed he 
had ever met in his life, was already sleeping pro- 
foundly, and Consuelo followed his example, after 
laughing heartily to herself at Bridget's terrors. She 
who had trembled nearly every night during her jour- 
ney was in her turn making some one else tremble. 
She might have applied to herself the faUe of the 
hare and the frogs ; but it b impossible to assert that 
Consuelo knew La Fontsune's fables. Their merit 
was disputed at that time by the finest wits in the 
workL Voltaire laughed at them, and the great 
Frederick, to ape his phitosopher, profoundly de- 
sjrised them. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

At daybreak, Consuelo tried to leave her room, 
seeing the sun shining and feeling herself invited oat- 
side by the joyous warbling of a thousand birds which 
were already making merry in the garden ; but dame 1 \ 

Bridget still held her prisoners under lock and key.' 
Consuelo fancied that it was perhaps an ingenious idea 
of the canon, who^ wishing to make sure of the musi* 
cal pleasures of the day, had thought it well to securer 
in the first place the persons of the musicians. The 
young girl, rendered bold and active by her male at- 
tire, examined the windows and saw that she could 
ea^y make her way down a strong trellis which sup- 
ported a vine, and covered the whole walL She de*' 
scended slowly and carefully, so as not to injure the 

fine grapes, reached the ground and started off into iji 

the garden, laughing to herself at the surprise and ^iU, 

disappointment of Bridget, when she should see her ^ 

precautions vain. 

Consuelo saw under a different aspect the superb 
flowers and rich finits which she had admired by 
moonlight The morning air and the oblique coloring 
of the rosy and smiling sun gave a new poetry to these 
lovely producu of the ground. A robe of velvety satin 

inwrapped the fruit, the dew hung in crystal pearb , 

on every branch, and the silvered turf exhaled that ^ 
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light vapor which seems to be the breath of the earth, 
striving to reach the sky and to unite with it in a sub- 
tle effusion of love. But nothing can equal the fresh- 
ness and the beauty of the flowers^ still laden with the 
moisture of the night, at that mysterious hour of dawn 
when they open as if to reveal treasures of purity 
and spread abroad delicacies of perfume which the 
earliest and purest rays of the sun are alopejvorthy to 
see and enjoy fi>r a moment. • The canon's garden 
was a paradise to a lover of flowers. To Consuelo's 
eyes it was too symmetrical and too well cared for; 
but the fifty varieties of roses; the rare and charming 
hibiscus; die purple sages; the infinitely varied gera- 
niums; the fragrant daturas, deep opal cups, impreg- 
nated with the odor of the gods; elegant asdepias, 
subtle poisons in TK^iich insects find a pleasant death; 
splendid cacti, displaying their dazzling blossoms on 
^ wrinkled, oddly shaped stems, — a thousand curious 

and magnificent flowers iriiich Consuelo had never 
seen, and of which she knew neither the names nor 
the countries, occupied her attention for a long 
while. 

As she examined their different attitudes and the 
expression of the feeling which each of them seemed 
to convey, she sought in her mind for the connection 
between music and flowers, and tried to explain to 

I herself the association of these two instincts in the 

oiganizaticm of her host For a long while the har- 

I nxmy of sounds had seemed to her to correspcmd to 

the harmony of cokxrs; but it appeared to her that 
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the harmonj of these hannonies must be perfume. 
At that moment, absorbed in a vague and tweet rev- 
erie, she fsmcied that she could hear a voice issuing 
from each of those charming coroDas, and revealing 
to her the mysteries of poetry in a tongue hitherto 
» unknown to her. The rose told her of iu pasnonate 
loves, the lily of iU celestial chastity; the haughty 

magnolia declared to her the pure joys of aholy pride, ^]< 

and the little hepatica whispered to her of the delighu 
of a simple and obscure life. Certain flowers had 
strong voices which said in foil and powerfol tones, 
^ I am beautifol and I reign.'* Others murmured in 

accents almost inaudible, but of infinite sweetness and {||l) 

with a strange, winning charm, '' I am ^mall and I am 
loved ; " and all swayed together beneath the morning 
wind, uniting their voices in an aerial chorus which 
died away by degrees in the agitated grass and among 
the leaves, eager to gather its mysterious meaning. 

Suddenly, in the midst of these ideal harmonies and 
this delicious contemplation, Consuelo heard sharp, 
horrible and painfoUy human cries coming from be* 
hind the clumps of trees which hid the wall of the en- 
closure. To these screams, which were lost in the 
silence of the country, succeeded the sound of wheels ; 
then a carriage seemed to stop, and some one knocked 
loudly at the iron gate which opened into the ^uden 
on that side. But whether every one was still asleep^ 
or no one was willing to reply, they knocked several 
times in vain, and the piercing cries of a woman's 
voice, broken by the energetic swearing of a man caD* 
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ing for help, struck upon the waUs of the prioiy, and 
awakened no more edioes in these insenable stones 
than in the hearts of those who dwelt within. All the 
windows on this ia^de were so carefolly stopped up 
to protect the canon's sleep, that no external sound 
could penetrate the oaken shutters, Hned with leather « 
and stuffed with hair. The lackeys, busy in the yard 
back of this building, did not hear the crie^ and there 
were no dogs in the priory. The canon did not like 
these troublesome guardians which, under pretence of 
driving away robbers, disturb their master's sleep. 
Consuelo endeavored to obtain entrance to the dwell- 
ing, to announce the arrival of these travellers in dis- 
tress; but everything was so tightly closed that she 
gave up the effort, and, following her impulse, ran to 
the gate whence the sounds proceeded. - 

A travelling-carriage, laden with trunks and whi- 
tened by the dust of a long journey, had stopped 
before the principal entrance to the garden. The 
postilions had dismounted and were trying to shake 
that inhospitable gate, while groans and lamentations 
came from inside the carriage. 

''Open," they cried to Consuek)^ ''if you are 
Christians 1 There is a lady dying here 1 ** 

" Open ! " cried, from the windows of the carriage, 
a woman whose features were unknown to Consuelo^ 
but whose Venetian accent she noticed. " My mis- 
tress wiD die if you do not speedily give her hospital- 
ity. Open, if you are men 1** 

Copsuelo, without thinking of the resuluof her fint 
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impulse, endeavored to open the gate, but it was 

dosed by an enormous padlock, the key of which was 

presumably in dame Bridget's pocket The bell 

was also fastened by a secret spring. In this tranquil 

and honest country, these precautions had evidendy 

not been taken against knaves, but against the ncHse 

and the annoyance of too late or too early visits. It 

was impossible for Consuelo to satisfy the wish of her f ' '{ 

heart, and she sadly endured the abuse of the maid, f j| , \ 

who cried impatiendy in Venetian to her mistress, ivj 

''The imbecile 1 the awkward little fool who does not j' 

know how to open a gate ! ** ^| || 

The German postilions, calmer and more patient, 
were endeavoring to assist Consuelo, when the sick 
woman, putting her head out of the window, cried, — 

''Herel by the devfl's blood, go and get some* 
body to open the gate, wretched litde brute that you 
arel" .... 

This energedc apostrophe reassured Consuelo coo- \\% 

ceming the imminent danger of the lady. ^ If she is 
near dying,** she thought, ** it is of a violent death, at 
any rate," and, q>eaking in Venetian to this traveller, 
whose accent was no more doubtfid than that of her 
servant, said, — 

<« I do not belong to this house ; I only recdved 
hospitality here last night I will try to awaken the 
master, which will be neither quickly nor eaaly done. \ 

Are you in such danger, madam, that you cannot * 

wait here padendy for a moment? •• w 

•'I am in labor, you fool!" cried the travellerj «I ] 
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have no time to wait. Run, shout, break everything, 
bring some one, help me to get in here, and you will 
be wen paid for your trouble T* ' 

She fell back screaming, and Consudo felt her 
knees shaking; this face, this voice, were not unknown 
to her. 

^ What is the name of your mistress?" she cried to 
the maid. 

^What business is that of yours? Hurry, you 
wretched creature ! '* ssdd the maid, greatly agitated* 
''Ah, if you lose any time, you shall have nothing 
firom us ! " 

** Well, neither do I want anything," replied Con- 
suelo indignantly; ''but I wish to know who you are. 
If your mistress is a musician, she will be instantly re- 
ceived here, and if I am not mistaken, she is a famous 
singer." 

"Go, my child,'* said the woman in labor, who, 
during the interval between the acute p^uns, recovered 
a great part of her coolness and eneigy; "you are 
not misuken; go and tell the inhabitants of this 
villa that the £unous Gorilla is at the point of death, 
unless some Ghristian or artistic soul takes pity on her 
position. I win pay, — say that I win pay UberaUy. 
Alas^ Sofia," she said to her attendant, " put me on 
the ground ! I shaU suffer less stretched out on the 
road than in this infernal carriage! " 

Gonsuelo was already running towards the priory^ 
resolved to make a frightful noise, and to reach the 
canon at any cost She was no longer even surprised 
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or moired by the strange chance which brought thtdier 
her rival, the aoorce of all her evib; she was filled 
ool jT with a desire to asnst her. She was q>ared the 
troaUe of knocking, for she met Bridget, who^ at- 
tracted at last by the screams^ was coming out of the 
house, followed by the gardener and the vakt 

** A fine story ! ** said she harshly, when Consuek) 
had tokl what had occurred. ** Do not go^ Andrft ; do 
not stir, gardener I Do yoo not see that it is a plot 
devised by these thieves to rob and murder us? I 
expected it 1 — an alarm, a feint, a band of villains 
prowling around the house, while those to iriiom we 
gave lodging were trying to find an honest pretext to 
obtain entrance for them. Go get your guns^ gende* 
men, and be ready to kiU this pretended lady in 
labor, who wears mustaches and trousers. Ah, yes^ 
a woman in labor 1 if it were so^ does she take our 
house for a hospital? We have no midwife here ; I 
know nothing about such woifc, and the canon does 
not like mewling. How couM a lady set out on a 
journey when die was near her time? And if 
she has done it, whose fiuilt is it? Can we keep 
her fix>m sufiering?' Let her be confined in her 
carriage ; she wiD be as comfortable diere as in oar 
house, idiere we have nothing prepared for such an 
event** 

This speech, begun to Coosueb, and grumUed out 

ak>ng the whole length of the avenue^ was finished at 

\ the gate to Gorilla's maid. While the tiaveBer^ after 

axguing in vain, were exrhanging reproaches^ inveo> 
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\\ tives and even abase with the intractable house* 

( keeper, Consuelo, trusting in the canon's goodness and 

; \ , love of mu^Cy had entered the house. She sought in 

f| ( I vain for her host's room ; she onl/ went astray in 

this large building, with the mndings of ^riuch she 
was unfamiliar. At last she met Haydn, who was 
looking for her, and who told her that he had seen 
the canon entering his orangery. They went there 
together, and saw the worthy man coming to meet 
them beneath a bower of jasmine, with a iace as 
fresh and smiling as that £dr autumn morning. As 
she looked at thb kindly natured man, walking in his 
comfortable wadded coat, on a path where his tender 
foot never trod upon a pebble in the fine, newly 
) raked sand, Consuelo could not doubt that abeing 

so happy, so serene in his conscience and so satisfied 
V\ in an Ins wishes, would be charmed to perform a good 

(' action* She was beginning to repeat to him poor 

Gorilla's request, when Bridget appearing suddenly, 
\ interrupted her, and spoke as follows: — 

"There is a vagabond at your gate, there,— *an 
opera singer, who says she is fiimous, and who looks 
and speaks like a shameless hussy. She says she is 
in. labor, and is screaming and curdng like thirty 
demons;, she wishes to be confined in your house; 
how does that suit you ? " 
The canon made a gesture of disgust and refusaL 
^Canon,'' said Consuelo, ** whatever this woman 
nuqr b^ she b sufferings and her Hfe is perhaps in 
danger, as wen as that of an innocent creature whom 
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God is caUing into this worid, and whom' retigioQ 
conunands you to receive here in a Christian and 
paternal manner. Yoa will not abandon tlus on- 
fiortonate woman. Yoa will not leave her to gioan 
and die at your gate.** 

*<Isshe married?" asked the canon coldly, after 
a moment's reflection. 

''I do not know; it h possible that she is. Bat 
what does it matter? God grants her the happiness 
of becoming a mother; he alone has the rq^ to 
judge her •• — 

^She has told her name, sir/' said Bridget for- 
cibly, '' and yoa must know her» you who are intimate 
with all the actors in Vienna. She is caUed Gorilla.'* 

^Gorilla 1" cried the canon. ^She has already 
been in Vienna, and I heard a great deal aboot hei; 
They say she has a beautiful voice.** 

^For the sake of her beautiful voice, let diem 
open the gate; she b lying on the ground, m the 
dust of the road," said Gonsudo. 

^ But she b a woman of evi! life,** went on the 
canon* . '' She created a scandal at Vienna two years 
ago.** 

''And there are many people anxious for your, bene- 
fice, canon 1 You understand me? If a womanof 
evil life were to be confined in your house, it.jioa)d 
not be considered an accident, still less a wvulc of 
mercy. Yoa know that Gancm Herbert has preteor 
sions to the jubilariate, and that he has already had a 
young associate deprived, on the pretext that he 
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^^^' neglected the services for the sake of a lady who 

always confessed to him at the hours they were hekL 
I A benefice like yours b easier to lose than to gain.** 

I These words made a sudden and decisive impres- 

non on the canon* He garnered them in the sanctu- 
ary of his prudence, although he seemed scarcely to 
have listened to them. 

^There is an inn»** he said, '' two liimdred paces 

fix>m here; let this lady be taken there. She will 

find everything which s^e needs, and will be more 

I comfortably and more fittingly lodged than in th^ 

y\ house of a bachelor. Tell her that, Bridget, politely,— 

very politely, I beg of you. Expkdn to the postilions 
the way to the inn. Come, my children,** said he to 
Consuelo and Joseph, ''and try over a Bach fugue 
with me whOe they are getting break&st for us.'* 

^ Canon,** said Consuelo, deeply moved, ** wiU you 
ii])aiidon ** — * 

r 

''Ahl** said the canon, stopping with an air of 
consternation, ''there is my finest volkameria dried 
up 1 I told the gardener that he did not water it 
oftbn enough. The rarest and most admirable plant 
in my garden 1 It b a &tality, Bridget, just seel 
Send for the gardener, that I may reprove him.** 

"I will first send the &mous Corilla away from 
your gate,** replied Bridget going o£ 

"And you permit it, you coomiand it, canon?** 
cried Consuelo indignantly. 

" It b impossible for me to do otherwise,** replied 
he, in a soft voice, but with a tone the calmness of 
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whidi revealed aa unshakable resolation. *' I desire 
that no ooe speak to me about it again. Come, I 
am waiting for yon to have some mnsic.*' - 

** We can have no more mnsic here,** replied Con- 
snelo, with eneigy. ''Yoa would not be capable of 
understanding Bach, you who have no human feelings. 
Ah, perish your flowers and your fruits 1 May the 
frost dry up your jasmines and split your finest trees 1 
This fertOe earth, which gives you everything in per> 
fection, should yield you only briers ; for you have no 
heart, and you steal the gifts of heaven, because you 
do not employ them in hospitality.'* 

As she said this, Consuelo left the astonished canon 
looking about him, as if he had feared to tee the 
celestial malediction invoked by this fiery soul fiJling 
upon his precious volkamerias and his beloved anem- 
ones. Sie ran to the gate, idiich had remained 
dosed, and climbed over to get out, that she mig^ 
follow Gorilla's carriage, which was going at a walk 
towards the wretched pot-house, dignified by the 
canon by the name of an inn. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

Joseph Haydn, who had become accustomed to 
yidding to the sudden resolutions of his friend, but 
who was endowed with a cahnerand more reflecdve 
character, joined her after having gone to get his 
knapsack and his mnsic and, above all, his violin, 
their breadwinner, their consoler and their cheerful 
travelling companion. Gorilla was laid upon one of 
those poor beds which one finds in German inns, 
and which are so small that one must choose whether 
his head or his feet shall hang out Unfortunately, 
there was no woman in this hovel ; the mistress had 
gone on a pilgrimage, and the servant had taken the 
cow to pasture. An old man and a child were in the 
house, and, more frightened than pleased at receiving 
so rich a traveller, allowed their household gods to 
be pillaged, without thinking of the profit which thef 
might make. The old man was dea( and the child 
set out in search of the midwife of the neighboring vil- 
lage, which was at least a league o£ The postilions 
were much more concerned about their horses^ which 
had nothing to eat, than about their traveOer; and 
Gcmlla, left to the care of her maid, who had. lost her 
head, and was screaming almost as loud as she, filled 
the air with her groans^ which resembled those of a 
lion more than those of a woman. Gonsudo^ fing^- 
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ened but foil of pity^ resolved not to abandon the 
unfortunate creature. 

*< Joseph,'' she said to her comrade, ^go bade to 
the pri<»y, even if you are badly received ; we must 
not be proud when we are begging for others. 
Ten the canon that he must send here linen, bouilloo, 
old wine, mattresses, blankets, — everything^ in short, 
which b necessary for a sick person. %>eak to him ^ 

gently, but strongly, and promise him, )i necessary, )| 

that we win go and make music for him, if he win 
send help to this woman.** 

Joseph departed, and poor Consuelo witnessed the 
repulsive spectacle of a woman without fiuth and with* 
out heart sufferings amidst imprecations and btat- 
phemies, the august martyrdom of maternity. The 
chaste and pious child shuddered at the sight of these 
tortures which nothing could mitigate, since instead \ 

of a holy joy and a religious hope, distaste and angier 
filled Gorilla's heart She never ceased to curse her 

fate, her journey, the canon and his housekeeper and l| 'I 

even the child which she was about to bring into ^^ ' 

the world. She abused her servant, and rendered 
her completely inciqpable of any inteUigent service. 
flnaUy she cried out to her, — 

^ Leave my sight 1 You annoy and irritate me i ** 

Sofia went outside to weep, and Consudo^ left 
alone with CoriUa, strove to calm and succor her. In \\ 

the midst of her torments and her fory, she preserved J 

a sort of brutal courage and wild strength which ^ /] 

revealed aU the unpiety of her fiery and vigorous ] 
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nature. When she enjoyed a moinent*s respite, she 
became stoical and even playfuL 

'< Per dio santo 1 " she said suddenly to Consnelo, 
whom she did not at all recognize, never having seen 
her save from a distance or upon the stage, in cos- 
tumes very different from that which she was then 
wearing, ''this is a fine adventure, and few would 
believe me if I told them that I had been con- 
fined in a pot-house, with such a physician as you, for 
you look IDce a litde Zingaro, with your dark skin and 
black eyes. Who are you? Where are you from? 
How came you here, and why are you serving me? 
Ah, do not tell me; I could not listen to you, I am 
suffering too much. Ah, misera me 1 if only I do not 
die 1 Oh, no, I will not die 1 I do not wish to die 1 
Sngaro, you will not abandon me? Stay here, stay 
here 1 Do not let me die, do you hear? ^ 

And the cries began again, interspersed with more 
blasphemies. 

''Accursed child 1'' she cried; "I would like to 
tear you out, and cast you from me 1 ** 

"Oh, do not say thatl" cried Consuelo, fix>zen 
with horror; "you are about to become a mother, 
and you will be happy to see your chfld ; you will not 
regret having suffered.** 

"I?** said Gorilla, with cynical coolness; "do you 
think that I shall tove that child? Ah, how mistaken 
you are 1 As if I did not know what a fine pleasure 
it is to be a mother 1 To suffer in labor, to toil to . 
support the poor creatures whom their iathers disown. 
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to see them suffer themsetves^ not to know what to do 
with them, to suffer in abandoning them, — ion after 
all one loves them ; but I wiU not love this <Hie t Ah, 
I swear to God that I wiU not love it, tfiat I will hate 
it as I hate iu iather 1 " and Gorilla, whose cold and 
bitter air concealed an increasing delirium, cried, in 
one of those exasperated outbursts which frightful 
suffering forces from women, — 

<" Ah, curaed, thrice cuised, be the froher of this 
child r 

Inarticulate cries suffocated her; she tore in pieces 
the kerchief which covered her robust bosom, heaving 
with pain and rage, and seizing Gonsuelo*s arm, upon 
which she left the marks of her fingers, clenched in 
her torture, she cried, ** Gursed, cursed, cursed, be 
the vile and infamous Anzoleto I ** 

Sofia returned at that moment, and a quarter of an 
hour later, having succeeded in delivering her mis- 
tress, she threw upon Gonsuelo's knees the first gar- 
ment which she snatched b/ chance from a hastily 
opened trunk. It was a theatrical mantle of fiuled 
satin, fringed with tinseL It was in these improvised 
swaddling clothes that Albert's pure and noble be- 
trothed received the child of Anzoleto and Gorilla. 

''Gome, madam, console yourself** said the poor 
maid, in a tone of simple and sincere kindness^ ''you 
are happily delivered, and you have a fine girL" 

"Girl or boy, I no longer suffer,** replied GoriOa, 
raising herself upon her elbow, without looking at her 
chiki ; " give me a 1^ of wine.** 
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Joseph had just brought some from the priory, and 
of the best. The canon had complied generoosl/^ 
and soon the invalid had an abundance of every thing 
which her condition required. Gorilla raised with a 
firm hand the silver goblet which they handed to her, 
and emptied it with the coolness of a vivandiere; 
then, throwing herself back on the -canon*s comforta- 
ble pillows, she went to sleep with the indifference 
whidi comes from an iron body joined to a heart of 
ice. During her slumber, the child was properly 
swaddled, ami Consuelo went to a neighboring meadow 
to find a sheep which could serve as its first nurse. 
When the mother awoke, she had herself lifted up by 
Sofia, and having drank another glass of wine, she 
remained thoughtfid for a momdat. Consuelo, hold* 
ing the child in her arms, awaited the awakening of 
maternal love ; but Gorilla had quite different matters 
in hermind. She gravely sang a scale of twooctave% 
clapped her hands together and cried,— 

** Brava, Gorilla 1 your voice b not at all injured. 
You can have as many children as you like." 

Then she burst into a laug^ kissed Sofia, and 
placed a diamond upon her finger, saying, — 

** It is to console you for the abuse I gave you^ 
Where is my little monkey? Ah, n^ God 1 " she cried, 
as she looked at her child, ''it b Monde, it resembles 
himl Somuchthe worse forit; badluck toitl Do 
not unpack so many trunks, Sofia; what are you 
thinking of? Do you suppose I intend to stay here? 
Nonsense 1 You are a fool, and you do not know yet 
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what life is. I expect to tet oat to-monow. AK 

Zingara, you hold children like a real womaa 1 Do jo% ) 

know, Sofia, I have never been better attended or 

cared Cor? So you are from Venice, my little friend? 

Have yon heard me sing?** 

Coi^elo did not answer these questions; her reply 
woukl not have been listened to. Gorilla filled her 
with horror. She handed the child to the innrservant, 
who had just returned, and who seemed to her a 
good creature ; then she called Joseph, and returned 
to the priory with him. 

''I did not promise,** said he, on the way, ^tt> 
bring yon back to the canon* He seemed ashamed 
of his conduct, although he affected great ease and 
playfulness; he is not a bad sort of man, in %fiVt 
of his selfishness. He appeared really happy to 
send Gorilla everything whidi could be usefid to \ ^\ 

her.** - ! / 

^There are souls so fiightfolly hard,** replied Con* 
sudo, ** that weak ones ought to inspire as with pity 
rather than disgust I wish to repair my rudeness to 
the pck>r canon ; and since Gorilla is not dead, ance, 
as they say, the mother and child are doing weD, 

since our canon contributed to tins result as much as \ ; 

he could without risking the loss of his dear benefice, 
I wish to thank him. Besides, I have my reasons fiir 
remaining at the priory until Gorilla leaves. I will 
tell you them to-morrow.** 

Bridget had gone to a neighboring farm, and Gon- 
sudo, who expected to have to face that Gerberus, 
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had the pleasure of being received by the afiable and 
; i . courteous Andr^ 

^Ah» come along^ my little friends I ** said he, 
leading the way to the canon's apartment, ^ my mas- 
ter is in a frightful melancholy* He ate hardly any- 
thing at breakfast, and his siesta was broken three 
times. He has had two great griefr to-day — he has 
lost his finest volkameria and the hope of hearing any 
muac Fortunately, you have returned, and one of 
his sorrows will be lightened.** 

'^ Is he making frin of his master or of us? ** said 
Consuelo to Josqih. 
Ill ''Of both,'* repUed Haydn. <«If the canon is not 

suDgr, we will have an amusing time." 

Far from sulking, the canon received them with 
open arms, forced them to breakfast and then went to 
/ the piano with them. Consuelo made him understand 

and admire the admirable preludes of the great Bach, 
and, to complete putting him in a good humor, she 
sang him the finest airs in her repertory without tiying 
todi^;uise her voice, and without much caring whether 
he guessed her sex and her age. The canon was 
determined not to guess anything, but to enjoy the 
beauty of ^riiat he heard. He was a really passionate 
kver of music, and his enthusiasm had a sincerity 
and a warmth by which Consuelo could not help being 
touched. 

^ Ah, dear child, noble child, happy chiM 1 " cried 
the good man, with tears in his eyes, ''you have made 
this day the fiurest of my life. But what will become 

1 
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of mc hereafter? No, I can never bear the lo« of wch 
a pleasure, and ennui will consume me. I can never 
make music again, for my heart will be filled with an 
ideal which everything win cause me to rcgiet. I shall 
care for nothing, not even my flowers'* — 

*« And yott will be very wrong, canon,** replied Con- 
sueU), " for your flowers sing better than I do.** 

** What do you mean? My flowers sing? I have 

never heard them.** 

*< It is because you have never listened to them. I. 
heard them this morning; I surprised their mysteries 
and understood their melodies.** 

<«You are a strange child, a chQd of genius 1** 
cried the canon, caressing Consuelo's brown head 
with fctheriy tenderness; "you wear the livery of 
poverty, and you ought to be borne in triumph. 
But tell me who jrou are ; how did you kam what 
you know?**. 

" By chance, by nature, canon.** , 

*«Ah, you are deceiving me!** slyly replied the : ^y^\ 

canon, who was fond of a jest, **you are a son of 
Cafiarelli or FarineUil But listen, my children,** 
he added, in a serious and earnest tone ; '^ I do not 
wish you to leave me. Remain with me ; I will take 
care of you. I am rich, I will give you part of my 
fortune, I will be for you what Gravina was for Metas- 
tasio. It will be my happiness, my glory. Attach 
yoursehres to my service ; it will only be necessary to ; |{l |) 

take minor orders. I wiU obtidn mce little b e n efic es | ^ '^ 

foryou,andaftermy death you win find some modest [ \ 
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savings which I do not intend to leave to that harpy 
Bridget" . : : 

As the canon said this, Bridget came in suddenly 
and heazd him. ,...., 

''And I/' she cried, in a screaming voice, and with 
tears of rage, '' do not intend to serve yon any longer. 
I have long enough sacrificed my youth and my 
ij; reputation to an ungrateful master.** 

''Your reputation? your youth?'* said the canon 
mockingly, without being disconcerted. "You flatter 
yourself my poor old woman* What you are pleased 
to can the one protects the other.** 

" Yes, yes, jest 1 ** she replied, " but make up your 
mind never to see me again. I will immediately leave 
this house, where I can establish neither order nor 
decency. I wished to keep you from committing 
' follies, from wasting your property, from degrading 

your rank, but I see that it is in vain. Your weak 
character and your evil star are hunying you to your 
ruin, and the first jack-puddings that you meet can 
turn your head so completely that you are. ready to 
allow them to rob you. Canon Herbert has wishedme 
to enter his service for a long while, and offers me 
greater advantages than you give me. I am tired of 
all that I see here. Make out my account I will 
not qpend thd night under your roo£** 

"Has it come to this?** said the canon calmly. 
"Well, Bridget, you give me great pleasure, and I 
hope you will not change your mind. I have never 
dischaiged any one, and I believe that if I had the 
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devQ in my service, I should nol turn him oat, I am 
so good-natured. But if the devil were to leave me, 
I diould wish him a pleasant Journey, and sing a 
Magnificat on his departure. Go and pack up your 
things Bridget, and as for your account, make it out 
yourself. You shall have all that you want, all that I 
possess, if you win only go away quickly.** 

''But canon,** said Haydn, quite moved by this 
domestic scene, ^ you will miss an old servant^ who 
seems greatly attached to you ** —> 

''She is attached to my benefice,** replied the 
canon, " I shall miss nothing but her coffee.** 

" You will soon learn to do without good coffee^ 
canon," said the austere Consuelo firmly, "and you 
win do wen. Be sHent, Joseph, and do not plead for 
her. I wish to say it because it is the truth. She 
has a bad nature, and she b hurtful to her master; 
He is good ; nature has made him noUe and gen- 
erous. But this woman makes him selfish. She ie» 
presses the good impulses of his heart; and if he 
keeps her, he wiU become hard and inhuman like her. 
Pardon me if I speak to you thus^ canon* You have 
made me sing so much, and have created such exalta* 
tion in me by dbplajring your own, that perhaps I am a 
Uttle beside myselfl If I fed a sort of intoxicatioa, 
it is your fault ; but be sure that the truth speaks in 
such intoxication, for it is noble and brings out aU 
that is best in us. It brings our hearts to our lipi^ 
and it is my heart which is now speaking to you. 
When I become calm, I shan become more respeofii^ 
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bat not more iibcere. BeUeve me, I care nothing for 
your fortune ; I have no wish nor need of it. When 
I wish ity I can have more than you, and the Ufe of 
an artist is so hazardous a one that yoo will perhaps 
oudive me. It may be my &te to inscribe your 
name in my will, from gratitude for your having 
wished to make yours in my favor. To-morrow we 
go away, never again to see you, it may be; but we 
shall go with our hearts filled with joy, respect, esteem 
and gratitude, if you send away dame Bridget, whose 
pardon I beg for my opinion.** 

Consuelo spoke with so much fire, and the firank* 
ness of her character was so clearly depicted on her 
features, that the canon was sOuck as by a lightning- 
flash. 

^Go, Bridget," said he to his housekeeper, with a 
dignified and firm air. ''The truth speaks by the 
mouths of children, and that chOd has something 
great in his mind. Go, because you caused me to 
perform an evil action this morning, and you will 
make me perform others, for I am weak and somer 
times timid. Go^ because you make me unhappy, 
and that cannot gain your salvation. Go," he added 
with a smOe, *' because you are b^;inning to bum 
your coflfee, and to turn all the cream near which you 
put your nose.** 

This last reproach was more bitter to Bridget than 
an the others, and her pride, wounded in its most 
sensitive spot, closed her mouth completely. She 
drew herself up, cast upon the canon a look fidl of 
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pity, almost of contempt, and went out with a theat- 
rical air. Two hours later she left the priory, after 
having pot it somewhat to sack. The canon ap- 
peared not to notice it, and fiom the lur of content- 
ment which ^read over his face, Haydn saw tfiat 
Consoelo had done him a real service. At dinner, 
to keep him from having the least r^ret, she made 
lus coffee in the Venetian Cuhicm, which is the best 
in the workL Andird immediately began to study it 
under her direction, and the canon declared that he 
had never drank better coffee in his life. They had 
more mosic that evening, after sending to inqmre 
after Gorilla, who was already up and seated, thqr 
said, in the easy-chair which the cancm had sent her. 
They walked by moonlight in the garden, and the 
canon, leaning on Consaelo*s arm, never ceased to 
nige her to take vd&dox orders and to live with him 
as hb adopted son. 

**Take care/' said Joseph, when they went up to 
their rooms, ''this good canon is becoming some- 
what too seriously attached to yoo.** 

''Nothing need worryus on a journey,** she replied. 
"I shall no more be an abbe than a trumpeter. Heir 
Mayer, Count Hodiu and the can<Hi have all reckoned 
without their host" 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

/ However, Consuelo bade Joseph good-night and 

'!{' went to her room without warning' him to start at 

I i* dawn, as he had expected. She had her own reasons 

j I , for not hurrying, and Joseph waited till she should 

jj reveal them, enchanted to spend a few hours more in 

jl I this pretty house, where he lived this pleasant life 

!!'/ of the canon's, which suited him exacdy. Consuelo 

* ; |i allowed herself to sleep late, and to appear only at the 

{ canon's second break&sL The good man was accus- 



tomed to rise early, to take a light and diunty repast, 
to walk, breviary in hand, in his gardens and hot- 
' houses, to examine his plants, and then to take a 

second nap, until his late break&st 

** Our neighbor the traveller is well," he said to his 

young guests, as soon as he saw them. ^IsentAndr6 

to prepare her breakOsist. She expressed much grati- 

tude for our attentions, and as she is preparing to leave 

ji| for Vienna to-day, contrary to all prudence, I must 

confess, she sent to b^ you to go to her, that she 
might compensate you for the charitable zeal which 
you showed towards her. So, my children, breakfast 
quickly and go ; no doubt she has some pretty present 
foryott.** 

** We win breakfast as slowly as you please, sir,** 
^ replied Consuelo, '<ani we will not go to see the nek 

il: 
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woman ; she no longer needs us, and we shall never 

need her presents.** . } 

^Singular child!** said the canon astonished. 
** Your romantic disinterestedness^ your enthusiastic 

generosity, have so won my heart that I fed that I ^ 

never can consent to have yon leave me.** 

Consaelo smiled^ and they sat down at table. The \ 

repast was exquisite, and lasted quite two hours; but '> 

the dessert was not what the canon expected '\^i 

*< Reverend sir,** said Andr6, appearing at the door, 
''here is Mother Bertha, the wife of the innkeeper, , ^ 

who has a laige basket for you from the woman who I] 

was confined.^ 

'^ It is the nlver which I lent her,** replied the 
cancm. ''Take it, Andr6 ; it is your buriness. Then 
this lady is posithely going?** 

" She has gone^ sir.** 

"Already? She b madf She must irah to kOl 
heiaeU:'* 

"No, canon,** replied Consueto," she does not wish \\ 

to kill herseli; and she will not** }| 

"Well, Andr^ what are you doing there with your 
ceremonious manner? * 

"Reverend sir. Mother Bertha refuses to give me 
the basket; she says that she win only give it to you, m 

and that she has somediing to say to you.** 

"Well, it is some scruple or affectation, I suppose. 
Send her in, and let us have it over.** 

The old woman was introduced, and^ afto having 
made several k>w courtesies^ laid upon the taUe a 
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large basket covered with a veiL Consuelo quicUy 
stretched out her hand, while the canon was looking 
towards Bertha, and after having raised the veilalittle, 
she put it down again,, saying in an undertone to 
Joseph,— 

<<That is what I expected; that is why I waited. 
Oh, yes, I was sure of it 1 Gorilla could not act dif- 
fierendy.** 

Joseph, who had not had time to perceive what was 
contamed in the basket, looked at his companion with 
an air of astonishment 

''Wen, Mother Bertha,'* said the canon, <<you are 
bringing me back the articles which I lent your guest? 
Very good, very good 1 I was not anxious about them, 
and I do not need to look to be sure that nothing is 



^ Reverend sir," replied the old woman, ** my ser- 
vant brought everything, and I gave it to your ofhcers. 
Nothing is missing, and I am very glad of it But as 
for this ba^et, I had to swear that I would give it to 
no one but you, and you know what it contains as weO 
as I da" 

''I wish I may be hanged if I do," said the canon, 
carelessly stretching out his hand towards the basket. 

But hb hand stopped short, as if struck by catalepsy, 
and his mouth remained half opened when, the vdl 
having moved and parted, as if of itsel( a little child's 
hand, rosy and tiny, appeared, making an uncertain 
movement as if to catch the canon's finger. 

'^ Yes^ reverend sir/' went on the old woman, witha 
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gmik of confident salisfiKrdoii,*' there the ii^ttfe and 
tocmdy prettj, bri^ and well incUned to five*** 

The canon, stupefied, had loit the power of qwedL 
The old wonuui went on, — 

"Your reverence asked its mother to let yon adopt .. 

it and bring it np. The poor lady had some diflfeohy ;).• 

in resolving on it, but at last we told her that her diild 
could not bein better hand% and she commended it 
to Pkovidence as she gave it to me to luring to yoo. 
'TeO the wwthy canon, the holy man,* she exclaimed, 

as she got into the carriage, ' that I win not trespass ...i 

long on his charitable zeaL I will soon come and get \h\ 

my dangfater, and pay the expenses to which he has jH 

j been pat ibr her. Since he inrists on finding her a | H 

good nnrse, give him this parse for me, wfaidi I htg 
him to divide between this narse and the litde mosi- 

dan who cared for me so well yesterday, if he is still i| . 

with him.* As for me, she paid me well, reverend sir, / j 

and I ask nothing; I am quite satisfied.** \,^| 

''Ah, yoo are satisfied!** cried the canon, in a \\ 

trai^-comic tone. <« Well, I am glad of that! But be ^^^ 

good enou^ to take away the parse and the child. 
^>end the money, rear the child - it b none of my 
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''Rear the child? Oh, by no means, reverend ^ 1 
I am too old to take charge of a new-bom baby. 
They cry all night, and my poor husband, although he 
is dea^ would never put up with such a companion.'* 

"And so I must put up with it? Thank yoal Ah, '[j 

didyoueq>ectlt?** ' 
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** Since your reverence asked it of its mother ** — * 

«*I I I asked for it? Where the deuce did yoa 
hearthat?*' 

** But since your reverence wrote this morning '* — - 

«*I wrote? ^^^lerc is my letter, if you please? 
Let me see my letter.'* 

" Oh, I never saw your letter 1 and besides, no one 
in our house knows how to read ; but Andr6 came to 
give your compliments to the sick woman, and she 
told us that he had brought her a letter fix>m your 
reverence. We simple folks believed it ; who would 
not?** 

^ It is an abominable lie 1 It is the trick of a ~ 
Bohemian ! " cried the omony^^'and you are the ac- 
complices of that witch. Come, come 1 Take away 
the chiU I Give it to its mother; keep it ; arrange it 
to suit yourself; I wash my hands of it If you wish 
to get money from me, I will consent to give you 
some. I never refuse alms^ even to cheats and swin- 
dlers ; it is the onty way to be rid of them. But to 
take a child into my house? No, I thank you 1 Yoo 
may aO go to the devil 1 ** 

^Oh, as for that," said the old woman, in a veiy 
decided tone, *^ I shall do nothing of the sort, please 
your reverence. I did not consent to take chaige of 
the child on my own account I know how those 
things end. They give you at the beginning a little 
goM that glitten, they promise yoo all sorts of things^ 
then you never bear anything more of then^ and the 
chiU remains on your hands. They are never strong, 
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those chOdrcn; the/ are always proud and lazy. 

One does not know what to do with them. If they 

are boys, they take to thiering; if they are girls, they . 

turn out still worse. Ah, no ! upon my word^ neith^ \ . 

I nor my old man want the child. They told ns that | i' 

your reverence wanted it; we bdieved them, and 

there it is. There is the money, and we are quits. 

As for being their accomplices^ we do not do such 

things, and, begging your reverence*s pardon, you are 

joking when you accuse us of imposing on you. I 

am your reverence's servant, and I am going back to 

my house. We have pilgrims there yAio are oomiog 

back from the Vow, and they are very thirsty.** 

The old woman courtesied several times as she 
went out, and then, coming bade, said, — 

** I came near forgetting; the child is to be called 
Ang^le in Italian. Ah, upon my word, I foigot what \\ 

they told me it was.** /: 

** Angiolina, Anzoleta?** asked Consuela 

"That is it, precisely,*' said the old woman; and 
courtesying to the canon again, she went out. 

''Well, what do you think of the trick?'* said the 
stupefied canon, turning to his guests. 14'^' 

** I think it worthy of her who devised it,** said 
Consuek), taking out of the basket the child, whidi 
was beginning to become impatient, and giving it 
from the canon's Japanese cup a Httie warm milk 
which was left from breakout 

'^ Then this Gorilla is a demon!** said the canon; 
" did you know her ? " 
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<<Only by reputation; bat now I know her per- 
fectly, and so do yoo, canon.** 

''And I could have got along perfectly well without 
knowing her 1 But what are we to do with this poor 
abandoned creature? " said he, casting a look of pity 
upon the chiUL 

" I will take it to your gardener's^ wife,** said Con- 
suelo ; " I saw her yesterday nursing a fine boy five 
or six nx>nths old.** 

"Go, then,'* said the canon, "or rather,. ring, and 
let her come here for it. She will tell us of a nurse 
in some fiurm near by,^not too near, however; for 
God knows what harm may be done a churchman by 
the slightest mark of lively interest which he shows 
for a child fallen in this way firom the clouds into his 
house.** 

"In your place,"* canon, I would rise above such 
mean considerations. I would neither dread nor re- 
gard the absurd suppositions of calumny. I would 
live through such stupid remarks as if they were not 
made, and I would always act as if they were impos- 
sible. Of what use wouU be a life of virtue and 
dignity if it did not secure a quiet conscience and 
liberty to do good actions? See, this child is in- 
trusted to you, reverend sir. If it is ill cared for fiur 
firom you, if it Cades, if it dies, you will always re- 
proach yourself with it.** 

" What do you mean by saying that this child was 
\ j!)!' intrusted to me? Did I accept the trust? Can 

'jV, such duties be imposed upon us by the caprice or 



^ i: 



iV- 



; , 



1 i^^j 



\ 



\v * 



\'- i*l Digitized by 



GooQle 



coNSUEia 395 



1 

li 



the dishonesty of othen? Yoo are excited, my child, 
and you talk nonsense.** 

^ No, dear canon,*' said Consaelo^ becoming more 
and more animated, '^ I am not talking nonsense. The 
wicked mother who abandont her chikl here has no 
claim, and can impose nothing upon yoo. ButHewho 
has a right to command you, who arranges the destiny 
of the new-bom chikl, and to whom yon will be eter- 
nally responsible, is God. Yes, it is God who shows an 
especial piQr for the innocent little creature by inspir- 
ing iu mo^er with the bold klea of intrusting it to 
you. It is he who, by a strange coincidence, makes l.jjr 

it enter your house in spite of yourself and lays it in •'^> 

your arms in spite of all your prudence. Ah, canon I 
recollect the example of St. Vincent de Fud, who 
went about gathering up poor foundlings from the steps 

of houses, and do not rtject this one, which Fkovi* \^ u 

dence bears to your bosom. I believe that if you V *il 

doit, it would bring you misfortune; and the wocid, .,i|l 

which has an instinct of justice even in its qriteiulnes^ 
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would say, with an appearance of truth, that you had lK\i 

good reasons bit sending it away. Whereas, if you \ij' 

keep it, no one will charge you with other motives ' A l 

than the true ones, — your pity and your charity.** : T 

''You do not know,** said the canon, uncertain and j \\ 

irresolute, "what the workl is. You are an austerdy ^'^ 

upright and virtuous child. Above aU, you do not 
know the clergy; and Bridget, the spiteful Bridget, 
knew well what she said yesterday when she asserted 
that certain people were jealous of my position, and 
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were laboring to cause me to lose it I hold my 
benefices from the protection of the late Emperor 
Charles, who was good enough to be my patron in 
obtaining them. The Empress Maria Theresa has 
also protected me^ and enabled me to be declared 
jubilate before the age for it Well, what we think 
we hold in the Church is never absolutely assured to 
us. Above usy above the sovereigns who &vor us^ we 
have still a master, the Church. As it declares us 
capable when it pleases, although we may not be, it 
declares us incapable when it suits it, even though we 
have rendered it the greatest services. The ordinary, 
that is to say, the diocesan bishop and his council, if 
they are indisposed or irritated against us, can accuse 
us, summon us to their bar, try us and deprive us, 
under pretext of misconduct, irregularity of life or 
scandalous example, so as to bestow upon other creat- 
ures the gifts which they had allowed to be taken 
from them for us. Heaven is my witness that my life 
has been as pure as that of this child which was bom 
yesterday. Well, without an extreme prudence in all 
my relations, my virtue would not have suflSced to 
save me from evil interpretations. I am not a great 
courtier towards bishops; my indolence^ and some 
pride of birth, perhaps have always prevented that 
There are those in the chapter who envy me.** 

^But you have Maria Theresa on your side^ — a 
great soul, a noUe woman and a tender mother. If 
she were here to judge you, and you were to tell 
her, with that accent of truth which tnith alone can 
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have, 'Queeiit I hesitated a oKunent between die fear 
of giving ahns to my enemies and the neoesrity of. 
pnu:tising the first virtne of my order, charity; I sair 
on one side the cahimnies and intrigues wbiA tooif^ 
ovenrhehn me^ on the other a poor being absndl o oed 
by heaven and by men, who had no refuge but in 
my pity, no future but my care ; and I chose to risk 
my reputation, my peace and my fortune, to perform 
an act of faith and pity.* Ah 1 1 doubt not that if 
you were to say that to Maria Theresa, she who can 
do anything, would give yon a palace instead of a 
priory, and a bishopric instead of a canonicate. Has 
she not heaped honors and riches upon Abbe Metas- 
tasio for maJdng her rhymes? What will she not do 
for virtue^ if she rewards talent in this way? Come^ 
reverend sir, you will keep this poor Angiolina in your 

house, your gardener's wife will nurse her, and by and j i 

by you will bring her up in religicm and virtue. Her 
mother would have made of her a demon for hdl, ;||' 

and you will make of her an angd (or heaven." .1 

^You do with me as you like,** said the canon, \ 

moved and touched, allowing his &vorite to lay the 
child upon his knees; ''come, we will christen 
Ang^le to-morrow mornings and you shall be her god- 
father. If Bridget were still here, we would force her 
to be the godmother, and her rage would amuse us. 
Ring for them to bring us the nurse, and may every- 
thing be done according to God's wilL As for the 
purse which Gorilla left us (hiDo 1 fifty Venetian 
sequins !), we have no use for it here. I will take 
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caie of the present expense of the child, and of her 
future, if she is not claimed. Therefore take this 
gold ; you deserve it for the angular virtue and good- 
ness of heart which you have shown in all this.'* 

''Obld to pay tot my virtue and the goodness 
of my heart 1 " cried Consudo, spuming the purse 
with disgust ''And Gorilla's goldl The wages of 
lying, of prostitution, perhaps ! Ah, canon, it defiles 
even the sight 1 Give it to the poor; that will bring 
t;ood fortune to our poor Ang^Ie.** 
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CHAPTER XXin. 
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For the first time in his life, perhaps^ the canon 
hardly slept He felt a strange emotion and agitation. 
His mind was filled with harmoniesy melodies and modn- 
lationsy which a lig^t sleep would interrupt at intervals^ 
and which, on each awakening, he would strive in 
spite of himself to recover and join together, but 
without success. He remembered the most striking 
phrases of the pieces which Consuelo had sung to 
him; he still heard them sounding in his brain, in his 
heart; and then, suddenly, the thread of the musical 
idea would break in his memory at the most beautifid 
part, and he would begin it over again in his mind a 
hundred times in succession without being able to go 

a note fiirther. It was in vain that, &tigued by tins ^|| 

imaginary listening, he strove to drive it away; it 
always came back to his ear, and it seemed to him 
that the li^t of his fire flickered in time upon the 
crimson sadn of his curtains. The little hisses irfiidi 
came fix>m the burning logs seemed trying to sing also 
these wretched phrases, the end of which remained 
an impenetrable mystery in the wearied imagination 
of the canon. If he could have remembered one in 
full, he fimded that he woukl have been delivered 
from this flood of reminiscences. But the nature of 
muacal memory is such that it torments and.peise- 
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cutes us until we have satisfied it with that for which 
it is hungry. 

Never had music produced such an effect upon the 
canon's brain, although he had all his life been a re* 
markable lover of it Never had a human voice so 
moved his heart as that of Consuelo. Never had a 
iace» never had language or manners, exercised such a 
fascination over hb soul as the features, the demeanor 
and the words of Consuelo during the last thirty-six 
hours. Did or did not the canon guess the sex of 
the pretended Bertoni? Yes and no. How shall I 
explain that? You must know that at fifty years of 1 
age the canon's mind was as chaste as his life, and his 
life as pure as that of a young girL In this respect, 
our canon was a holy man ; he had always been thus^ 
and what was most remarkable was that, though he 
was the son of the most licentious king of whom his- 
tory makes mention, it had cost him almost nothing 
to keep his vow of chastity. Bom with a phlegmatic 
temperament (we now call it lymphatic), he had been 
so well brought up in the idea of his canonicate, he 
had always so loved comfort and tranquillity, he was so 
little formed for the hidden struggles which brutal 
passions wage with ecclesiastical ambition, in a word, 
he so greatly desired peace and happiness, that the 
first and only principle of hb life had been to sacri- 
fice everything to the quiet possession of a benefice^ -^ 
love, friendship^ vanity, enthusiasm, even virtue, if 
need had been. He had prepared himself early, and 
accustomed himself for a long while, to immolate 
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everything witboot eflbrt and almost withoot regret 

In wgkvt of this theory of frightiul selfishiiess» he had 

remained good, humane, affectionate and enthusiastic 

fai many respects, becanse his nature was good, and Vy 

the necessity for repressing his best instincts had VK 

hardly ever arisen. His iixlependent positicm had 

always enabled him to cultivate friendship, tolerance 

and the arts; but love was forbidden him, and he had 

IdUed love as the most dangerous enemy to his peace 

and his fortune. StiO, as love is of a divine nature, — 

that is to say, immortal, — when we think we have 'ii\ 

killed it, we have done nothii^ but bury it alive in |lj{i^V 

our hearts. It nay shmiber there ton years^ until the 
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day when it is pleased toawaken. Consuelo ai^>eared |l 

I in the autumn of the canon's life, and this long j 

J apathy of the soul was changed to a tender languor, , 

deep and more tenacious than could have been ex- «j 

pected. This apathetic heart did not know how to itj 

leap and palpiute for a k>ved object; but it could ((I 

melt like ice in the sun, give itseli^ kixyw submit- \ A \ 

sion, the abandonment of sel( and that sort of patient 
unselfishness which one is surprised to meet some- 
times in egotisu when love takes possession of their 
fortress. 

He loved, therefore, this poor canon; at fifty, he 
loved for the first time, and ht loved one who coukl 
never reqxmd to his fove. He felt it only too dearly, 
and that is why he wished to penuade himself in 
spite of an probability, that it was not love which he 
feh^ because it was not a woman who inqmed it. 
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In this respect he deceived himself coinpktel]r» and 
in all the ampUcity of his heart he took Consado (ox 
a boy. When he fulfilled his canonical functions at 
the cathedral in Vienna, he had seen a number of hand- 
some young boys at the school ; he had heard voices 
that were dear, silvery and like those of women in 
their purity and flexibility; that of Bertoni was purer 
and more flexible a thousand times. But it was an 
Italian voice, he thought, and then Bertoni had an ex- 
ceptional nature ; he was one of those precodous chil- 
dren whose £unilties, genius and aptitudes are prodi- 
gies. And proud and enthusiastic at having discovered: 
this treasure on the highway, the canon was already 
dreaming of introducing him to the world, of supporting 
him, of contributing to his fortune and glory. He 
abandoned himself to all the impulses of a paternal 
affection and benevolent pride, and his consdence 
found no cause to take alarm. 

No one would have believed in this childish purity 
in the imagination of the canon, — a somewhat tnnrlring 
wit, veiy facetious, full of acuteness and penetration 
in all that pertains to social life. Yet there was a 
world of ideas, instincts and sentiments which was 
unknown to him. He had gone to sleep in the joy of 
his heart, making a thousand projects for his young 
protege, promising himself a life of the purest musi- 
cal delij^t, and growing tender at the thought of cul- 
tivating, while he tempered them a little, the virtues 
which shone in this generous and ardent souL But^ 
awakened repeatedly during the night by a singular 
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emotioiiy punoed by the image of this manrelkMS 
chad, DOW anzioas and frightened at the idea of hit 
escaping from his affection, akeady somewhat jealous 
again wishing for the morrow, that he mig^t repeat to 
him seriously the offers, the promises and die prayers 
to which he had seemed to listen lan^^iingly, the 
canon, astonished at what was going on within himsd( 
persuaded himself of a thousand things different from 
the truth. 

''Was I then destined by nature to have many 
children, and to love them passionately,** he asked 
himself with honest simplicity, ** ance the mere 
thought of adopting one now fills me with such agita- 
tion? Yet it is the first time in my life that this fed- 
ing has revealed itself in my heart, and now in a 
sin^e day admiration attaches me to <Mie, sympathy 
to another and pity to a third 1 Bertoni, Bepp<v 
Angiolina I Herel have a fiunily all at once,— I who 
was pitying the annoyance of kinsfolk, and thanking 
God that my condition obliged me to repose and soli- 
tude 1 Is it the quantity and the exceDence of the 
music which I have heard to-day which has given me 
so new an exaltation of ideas? It is rather that de* 
lidous Venetian coffee, of which I took two cups 
instead of one, firom pure greediness. I have been 
so excited all day that I have hardly thouj^ of my 
valkameria, dried up by Pierre's carelessness 1 

'' 'Dmio corn divide'— 

** Come, there b that wretched phrase returning to 
me 1 A plague on memoiy I What shall I do to 
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deep? Four o'clock in the morning I it b nnheaid 
ofl IshaUbeiUfromitr 
I ' A luminous idea at last came to the rescue of the 

good canon; he rose, took his writing-desk, and re* 
solved to labor at the famous book, undertaken so 
long ago, and not yet b^gun* *He was obliged to con- 
sult the dictionary of canonical law to get into har- 
mony with his subject; he had not read two pages 
when his ideas became confused, his eyes grew heavy, 
the book slipped from the eider-down coverlet to the 
carpet, the candle was extingubhed by a sigh of som- 
nolent happiness exhaled by the holy man, and he 
slept the sleep of the just until ten o'clock m the 
) morning. ^ 

/ Alasl how tntter was his awaking, ^en, with a 

' heavy and indifferent hand, he opened the following 

note, laid by Andr€ upon his taUe, with his cup oi 
chocolate: — 

''We are departing, sir and reverend canon; an im- 
perative duty calls us to Vienna, and we feared that 
we could not resist your generous entreaties. We are 
running away like ungrateful children; but we are not 
that, and, never can we lose the recollection of your 
hospitality towards us^ and your sublime charity for 
the abandoned babe. We will return to thank yon 
for them. Within a week you will see us again; pray 
defer Ang^le's christming until then, and believe in 
the respectful and tender devotion of your humble 

i 
{ 
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The caiKm turned pole, sighed and nmg his belL 

** Have thejr gone? ** said he to Andr6. 

** Before daybreak, sir/* 

** And what did the/ say when they left? Did they 
breakfast, at least? Did they say what day they wookl 
comeback?** 

** No one saw them leave, sir. They went away as 
they came, over the walL When I got up I found 
their rooms empty, the note which you hold was on 
their table, and all the doors of the house and the en- 
dosure locked as I left them last night They did 
not carry off a pin; they did not even touch a grape, 
the poor children 1 ** 

'* I am sure of it I** cried the canon, and his eyes 
filled with tears. 

To drive away his melancholy, Andr6 tried to get 
him to make the bill of fare for his dinner. 

**Gwt me what you like, Andrei** replied the 
canon in a heart-broken tone, and he fell back upcm 
his pillow. 

The evening of that day Consuelo and Joseph en- 
tered Vienna under shelter of the darkness. The 
honest hair-dresser, Keller, was taken into their con- 
fidence, received them with open arms, and lodged 
the noble traveller as well as he could. Consuelo 
paid a thousand civilities to Joseph*s betrothed, but 
was secretly grieved to find her neither gracious nor 
handsome. The next morning Keller plaited Coo- 
suelo*s flowing hair, while his daughter assisted her to 
resume the garmenu of her sex, and guided her to 
die house occupied by Porpora. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

To the jojr which Consuelo felt in clasping her 
master and benefactor in her arms, succeeded a pain- 
ful sentiment which she had difficulty in concealing. A 
year had not yet passed since she had left Porpora, but 
this period of uncertainty, annoyance and chagrin had 
imprinted upon the careworn brow of the maestro 
deep marks of age and suffering. He had acquired . 
that unhealthy stoutness which inaction and torpor of 
the mind give to worn-out organizations. His glance 
retained the fire which formerly animated it, but a 
certain rosy puffiness of his features betrayed &tal 
efforts made to seek in wine forgetfulness of his evils 
or a return of his inspiration, chilled by age and dis- 
couragement. The unfortunate composer had flattered 
himself that he would find in Vienna new chances of 
success and fortune. He had been received there 
with cold esteem, and he found his rivals, more happy 
than he, in possession of the &vor of the empress and 
the infatuation of the public. Metastasio had written 
operas and oratorios for Caldera, Predieri, Fuchs, 
Reutter, and Hasse; but Metastasio, the court poet, 
(poeta cesareo), the fashionable author, the '' New 
Albano," the favorite of the muses and the ladies, the 
charmii^ the precious, the harmonious, the flowing; 
the divine Metastado, in a word, the one of all dram- 



I 



h 



Digitized by 



Google. 



CONSUELO. 307 

adc cooks iriiose dishes were pleasantest to the taste i\ 

and easiest of digesdon, had written sothiQg for For- 
pora, and had not been willing to promise him any- 
thing. The maestro still had ideas, perhaps; at any 
rate, he had his learning, his admirable knowledge of 
the voice, his good Neapditan tnditioos, his severe 
taste, his broad style and his noble and manly redtap 
tives, whose grandiose beauty had never been equalled. 
But he had no puUic, and he asked in vain for a i}L \ | 

poenu He could neither flatter nor intrigue ; his rude . h?i * i 

frankness made him enemies^ and his iD-humor re* t ' | 

pelled every one. i ^ '^'\ \ 

He showed this sentiment even in the affectionate 
and paternal reception which he gave Consuelo. 

**Vf\iy did you leave Bohemia so soon?" he said, jjl 

after embracing her with emotion. ** What are you 'm 

going to do here, unhappy child? There are no ears i 

to hear you nor hearts to understand you; there is no 

room for you, my daughter. Your old master has i i( 

become despised by the puUic, and if you wish to 
succeed you will do well to imitate the rest by pretend* 
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who owe him their skill, their fortune and their f^orf.** f J J 

'^ Alas 1 then you doubt me too?" said Consuelo^ ''^ ^ 

as her eyes filled with tears. ''You wish to deny my 
affection and my devotion, and to look upon me with 
the suspicion and disdain with which others have filled 
your heart I Oh, my master, you will see that I do 
not deserve this insult 1 You will see 1 That b all 
that I can say." 
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Porpora frowned, turned his back, made several 
steps about the room, came back to Consuek>, and 
seemg that she wept, but finding nothing gende or 
tender to sajr to her, took her handkerchief from her 
hands and passed it over her eyes with fatherly rough- 
ness, sayings — — 

^Come,comel^ 

Consudo saw that he was pale, and that he was 
smothering great sighs in his broad breast, but he re- 
strained his emotion, and, drawing a chair beside her, 
hesdd, — 

''Come, ten me about your residence in Bohemia, 

and why you came back so suddenly. Speak!'* 

. I he added, somewhat impatfently. ''Have you not 

a thousand things to tell me? Were you bored 
there, or did the Rndolstadu treat you badly? Yes, 
they, too, are capable of having wounded and 
tormented you I God knows that they are the only 
people in the world in whom I still had faith; but 
- God also knows that all men are capable of every 
cviL** 
t ( "Do not say that, my friend," said Consuelo. 

"The Rudolstadts are angels, and I ought to speak 
(tf them only upon my knees. But I was obliged to 
leave them, to fly firom them, and that without giidng 
them notice, without bidding them fareweU." 

"What do you mean? Have you done anjrthing 
there for which you have \o reproach yourself ? Must 
I bhish for you, and blame myself for having sent you 
among these honest people? " 
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<<Oh, no^ no^ thank God» my master I I have no 
cause to reproach myself nor yoo to Unsh fat me.** 

•«\Vhat bit, then? *• 

Consuelo, who knew how necessary it was to make 
Porpora short and prompt repties when he gave his 
attention to learning a fiict or an idea, told him in a 
few words that Coont Albert wished to marry her, and 
that she could not decide to promise him anything 
unto she had consulted her adopted iather. Porpora 
made a grimace of anger and irony. 

"Count Albert!" he cried, "the heir of the Rn- 
dolstadts, the descendant (tf the kings of Bohemia, the 
lord of Reisenburg I He wishes to marry yoo, the ]it«» 
de Egyptian, — you, the ugliest girl in the scuola, the 
fatherless child, the actress without money and with* 
out an engagement? You, who have asked alms, 
barefooted, in the squares of Venice?** 

" I, your pupil 1 I, your adopted dang^iter I Yes, 
I, Porporina 1 ** replied Consuelo, with sweet and tran* 
qun pride. 

"A fine distinction and a fine posidonl Itistrue,** 
said the master bitterly, " I forgot those in the Bst. 
The last and only pupil of a master without a school, 
the fiiture heir to his rags and lus shame, the Con* 
tinuer of a name which is already effaced from the 
memory of men 1 It b something to boast o^ and 
something to turn the heads of the sons of the most 
illustrious families 1 ** 

"Apparendy, master,** said Codsuek>, with a mel- 
ancholy and caressing smile, " we are not yet fidlen 
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so low in the esteem of worthy men as 70a are pleased 
to believe ; for it b certain that the count wishes to 
marry me, and that I have come here for your ap- 
proval if I consent, or your support if I refuse.'* 

" Consueloy** replied Porpora, in a cold and severe 
tone, ** I do not like such follies^ You ought to know 
that I hate school- girl romances, or the adventures of a 
coquette. I should never have thou^^t you capable of 
getting such nonsense into your head, and I am really 
ashamed, for your sake, to listen to such things. It 
is possible that the young Count of Rudoktadt has 
taken a fancy to you, and that in the ennui of loneli- 
ness, or in his musical enthusiasm, he has made a little 
love to yon; but how could you be impertinent 
enough to take the matter seriously, and give yourself 
by this absurd pretence, the airs of a princess of ro> 
mance? I pity yon ; and if the old count, the can^ 
oness and Barcmess Amelia are informed of your 
pretensions, I am ashamed of you. I say it again, I 
blush for you.** 

Consndo knew that it would not do to amtradict 
Fdrpoia when he was declaiming, or to interrupt him 
in the midst of a sermon. She allowed him to expend 
his indignation, and when he had said to her the most 
insulting and wounding things that he could think o( 
she tdd him, point by point, with the accent of truth 
and the most scrupulous exactness, all that had hap- 
pened at the CasUe of tiie Gianu between herself 
Coum Albert, Couiit Christian, Amelia, the canoness 
and Anzoleto. Poipora, who knew how to listen 
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and understand when he had given free coune t6 his 
necessity for indignation and invective, paid the most 
serious attention to her story; and when she had fin- 
ished, he asked her several further questions, to inform 
himself concerning other details, and to understand 
thoroughly the private life and the sentiments of the 
whole family. 

<<Then,'* said he, at last, ''you have done ri{^ 
Consudo. You have been wise,* dignified, strong, as 
I ought to have expected of yon. ItiswdL Heaven 
has protected you, and it wUl recompense you by de- 
livering you once for all firom this infamous Anzokto. 
As for the young count, you must not think of him; I 
forUd iL Such a lot does not befit yon. Count 
Christian will never allow you to become an artist 
again, be sure of that I know the unconquerable 
pride of the nobles better than you. Now, unless you 
have illusions in this matter which I should consider 
chQdish and insane, I do not think that you will hesi- 
tate an instant between the fortune of the great and 
that of the chiklren of art. What do you think? 
Answer me I By the body of Bacchus, one would 
think that you did not hear me 1 " 

** I hear you perfectly well, my masto*, and I see 
that you have not at all understood iHiat I have said 
toyou!** 

''What II have not understood? I can no longer 
understand anything, do you mean?** and the 
maestro*s little Mack eyes snapped with the fire of 
anger. Consuelo^ who knew Porpora thoroughly. 
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\\' V. saw that she must contradict him if she wished to be 

!l l| listened to again. 

)^\ ''No^ yoa have not understood me,** she replied 

'^ boldly, ** for you think that I have ambitious desires 

very different from those which I possess. I do not 

envy the fortune of the great»Jbe assured, and never 

\ \ ten me, my master, that it has anything to do wiA 

my irresolution. I deq)ise advantages which are not 
(y gained by (me*s own merit; you brou^t me up in 

this principle, and I could never depart from it. But 
there is something else in life beddes money and 
vanity, and this something else is precious enough to 
^l counterbalance the intoxication of glory and the joys 

i) of an artist's life. It is theiove of such a man as Al- 

ii' bert, it is domestic happiness and the joys of the frimily. 

The public is a capricious, ungratefiil and tyranni- 
cal master. A noble husband is a friend, a support, 
another sel£ If I were to love Albert as he loves me, 
^ ' i'l I should no longer think of glory, and probably I 

should be more happy.'* 

''What silly language is this?" cried the master. 

''Are you mad? Are you Ming into German sen* 

jl: timentality? Good heavens ! how you have come to 

desfHse art, my lady countess I You have just told 
me that Albert, as you permit yourself to term him, 
fills you more with dread than with desire; that you 
fed dying of cold and fear when with him, and a 
thousand other things which I heard and understood 
perfectly, with all respect to you ; and now that you 
are freed firom his pursuit, now that you are rest(»ed 
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to fibertj, the onljr powc w o n ^ the only cooditioQ 
for an arttst't development, yon come and ask me if 
you must not again fioten the stone about your neck 
to cast yourself into the bottom of the pit in which 
your viskmary tover dwells. WeD^gooQl Do it, if 
yon see fit I shall have nothing more to do with 
youortosay toyon. I will not waste my time in talk- 
ing to a person who does not know iHiat she says or 
wants. You have no common sense, and I am your 
servantl** 

As he said this, FOrpora sat down at his davidiofd 
and improvised several learned modulations with 
a firm hand, while Consudo^ hopdess of indnring 
him to consider the subject thoroi^ily that day, cod* 
sidered the means of at least putting him in a better 
humor. She succeeded, by singing him the national 
airs which she had learned in BcJiemia, the originality 
of which delighted the old master. Then she led 
him by degrees to show her his latest compositions. 
She sang them to him at sight with such perfection 
that he recovered all his admiration and affection for 
her. The unfortunate man, having no skiUiil pupil 
with him, and distrusting every one who came near 
him, could no longer enjoy the pleasure of hearing hn 
thoughts rendered by a beautiful voice and under* 
stood by a beautifid souL He was so touched on 
listening to his ideas interpreted after hb own hearty 
by his great and still docile Porporina, that he shed 
tears ofjoy, and pressed her to hb breast, crying ou^ — 

^ Ah, you are the first singer in the world! Your 
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voice has doaUed in vohime and nuige, and yon have 
made as much progress as if I had given yon a l^son 
every day for the la^ year. Once more, my child^ once 
more; sing this theme again. Yoa have given me 
I \ \ the first moment of happiness that I have enjoyed for 

I ^,' many a month.** 

■ \\ They dined together, very scantily, at a little taUe 

. j beside the window. Porpora was poorly lodged; 

I ./j his room dreary, dark, and always in disorder, looked 

[ y ti { on the angle of a narrow and deserted street. Con- 

j j saelo, seeing him amiably disposed, ventured to speak 

,v:l toimn of Jbicphi^iydii. The only tlung which she. 

y\ had concealed firom him was her long journey afoot 

) i''| with this young man, and the strange incidents which 

/ y I had established so sweet and loyal a friendship be* 

tween them. She knew that her master would take 

an aver8i<», after his custom, to any aspirant for his 

lessons who was first praised to him. She therefore 

related, with an air of indifference, how she had met 

j) j in a wagon on her way to Vienna a poor devil who 

had spoken to her of Porpora's method with such 

respect and enthusiasm that she had almost promised 

to intercede for him with Porpora himselt 

''Well, who b this young man?'* asked the master; 

|i|l <<idiat does he intend to be? An artist, no doubt, 

\ •'!! since he is a poor devil 1 Oh, I am much obliged to 

\ I ' fjf him for his patronage I Hereafter I shall teach ang- 

ingonlyto the sons of rich fiunilies. These pay, learn 
nothing and are proud of our lessons^ because they 
fimcy they know something when they leave our 
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hands. But artists I They are all coward^ all on- 
giateful, an traitors and liars. Let me hear no more 
of diem. I wish never to see one of them cross the 
threshold of this room. If such a thing haiq)ened, I 
would instantly throw him out of the window I ** 

Consuelo endeavored toiemove these prejudicei^ 
but she found them so obstinate thatihe desisted, and, 
leaning a little towards the window when her maler 
happened to turn his back, she made a sign with her 
fingers, and then another. Joseph, who was prowling 
in the street, waiting for this prearranged signal, under- 
stood that the first motion of the hand meant that he 
must renounce all hope of being received as FOrpora*s 
pupil, and the second, that he must not appear for 
half an hour. 

Consuelo spoke to Porpora of other mattery to 
cause him to foiget what she had just said to him, 
and at the end of the half hour, Joseph knocked at 
the door. Consuelo went to open it, pretended not 
to know him, and came back to tell the maestro that* 
it was a servant who wished to be employed by him. 

^Let us see your iacel'* cried Porpora to the 
trembling young man; "come herel Whotokiyoa 
that I wanted a servant? I have no need of one.** 

** If you do not need a servant,'* replied Joseph in 
despair, but putting on a good face, as Consuelo had 
recommended, ** it is very unfortunate for me, sir ; for 
I gready need a master.** • . 

** One wouM think that there was nobody but me to 
employ you I ** said Porpora. ** Here, look at my 
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apartment and my furniture; do you think I need a 
lackey to arrange them?** 

^'Yes^ sir, really, you need one,** ftaid Haydn, as- 
suming a confiding simplicity;. *' for it is all in very 
bad order.^ 

. As he said this, he went to work at once and b^pan 
to arrange the room with a symmetry and coolness 
which caused Porpora to smile. Joseph was risking 
everything on the cast, for if ^ zeal had not amused 
the master, he would have run a lively risk of being 
paid with a stick. 

''This is a queer devil, who wishes to serve me in 
q>ite of myself^** said Porpora, watching him work. 
^ I teD you, idiot, that I cannot. pay a servant. Wll 
you insist on working now? ** 

Never mind that, sir. If you will give me your 
old dothes, and a bit of bread every day, I will be 
satisfied. I am so wretched that I shall think myself 
very happy not to have to beg my bread.** 

''But why do you not take service with some rich 
fenuly?** 

^'It is impossible, sir; they think me too small and 
too ugly. Besides,! understand nothing about music, 
and you know that all the great lords wish their lackeys 
to be able to play some part in their chamber music. 
I have never been able to get a not^ of music into my 
head.** 

"Al^hal You know nothing about music? WeD, 
you are the man I want. If you are satisfied with 
food and old clothes, I will take you; for my dau^^iter. 
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here, wOl need some one to nin her errands. Come t 
what do yoa know how to do? Brush clothes^ black 
shoes, sweep, open and dose the door ? ** 

"^ Yes, sir, I know how to do an that.** 

''WeU, b^n. Brush that coat trtiich you see ',)! 

lying on the bed, for I am going to the ambassador 
in an hour. Toa will go with me, Consuefew I wish 

to present yoa to Monagnor Comer, whom joa yH 

ahreadjT know, and who has just returned fixxn the |'!! 

baths with the signora. There is a little room back Url' 

there which you may take; go and dress while I ' •' 

getready.** 

Consudo obeyed, went through the ante-diamber, 
and entering the dark room which was to become 
her apartment, put on her etemd blade gown and her 
£authfbl white fichu, which had made the journey on 
Joseph's shoulder.. a^\ 

''This is not a very fine array for the embassff"* ^1 I 

she thought, ''but they saw me begin in this way in \\^ 

Venice, and it did not pigevent my anging wdl, and 
being listened to with pleasure.'* 

Whenshe was ready, she went into the ante^cham* 
ber, and there found Haydn, who was gravdy curling 
Porpora's wig, which hung upon a stick. As they 
looked at each other they both smothered a lauglL 

"How can you manage to arrange this fine peri- ( 

wig? '' she said in a bw voice, so as not to be heard i ^ 

by Porpora, who was dressing in the next room. 

"Bah 1 that is easy enough^** replied Joseph. "I 
have often watched Keller at work. Besides, he gave /1||; 



•1) 



lill 



"k 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



Digitized by 



GooQle 



